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EXTRA tists 


resses that 


MO) Ni FY Never Cost 
You a Penny! 


NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED! y 


You’ve never read more exciting news! Think of making 
as much as $30.00 a week in your spare time, right in your 

























YOU CHOOSE 


from more than 


100 own neighborhood, and also taking your pick of more 
than 100 beautiful colorful, late-style dresses . . . which 
BEAUTIFUL won’t cost you a single penny! All you do now is mail the 








































coupon at the bottom of this page. Don’t send any money 
now or any time. You’ll receive absolutely free the most 
thrilling display of gorgeous styles you ever saw... all 
the latest fashions...all the new miracle wonder fab- 
rics like dacron, nylon, orlon, rayon and scores of the 
all important sparkling cottons with the glamorous new 
finishes . . . in convertibles, casuals, mix-and-match, 
separates—house dresses, suits, sportswear, and hosiery 
and lingerie too ... also adorable children’s dresses! 
Up to $30.00 a week cash and the personal dresses you ; 
select, all without one penny cost are yours just for show- 
ing the beautiful styles and sending only a few orders for 
friends, neighbors, co-workers, and members of your 
family. That’s all! You don’t pay a cent for your own 
dresses—and you can get dress after dress, a whole ward- 
robe, this easy way! What a wonderful way to use your 
spare hours, evenings, and weekends! So don’t wait. Just 
mail the coupon and everything you need will be rushed 
to you postpaid and ABSOLUTELY FREE! 


Women like you write exceptional letters like these 


2 Hours 
Pays $10.00 
My first experience with 
Harford Frocks netted 
me $10.00 in about 2 








No Longer 
Buys Dresses! 
The dresses | used to buy 
1 now get without paying 
for them! And | make 
$12.00 to $15.00 in a hours. It was fun, and | 
week spare time besides! made new friends. Mrs. 
DOROTHY HOUGH, Mo. S.W. COLE, West Virginia. 


j R E E « COUPON BELOW! 
Just write your name, address, and dress size on 
coupon (paste it on a postcard), and we'll send 
you the big style display so you can start 
collecting EXTRA CASH and getting pal’. -y d +, 
your personal dresses without cost! C4 “als sid res SS of sat 
+ “ = 4 ” 2 
HARFORD FROCKS, Inc, (2.3858 3 oo geo, 
ail 2 a i”, % ote: + “ ase ts “ 
, Dept. N-2117, Cincinnati 25, Ohio vye 45 oS tee ee: ate 
. + ‘3 toge * 
In Canada write to: Harford Frocks 9 / * afr. ae’ ~ a ad whey ee ONS 
(Canada) Ltd., 2241 Lariviere St., £i¥* ort ane of cee eo a 4a a ms 
ICE Soca kL Sa 








PASTE ON POSTCARD—AND MAIL! 


Harford Frocks, Inc., Dept N-2117, Cincinnati 25, Ohio 
RUSH POSTPAID AND ABSOLUTELY FREE the big, 
valuable Harford Frocks Style Display so I can start quickly 
making extra money in spare time and getting my personal 
dresses without paying one penny for them. 
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Dress Size oc sous ee H 
In Canada, write 2241 Lariviere St., Montreal 24, P.Q. 1 
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MAKE *1500 A DAY AND MORE 


Learn practical nursing at home in 12 short weeks 








A BIG STEADY INCOME 
c IMMEDIATELY! 


THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE THAT Will Change Your Whole Life! 


YES, YOU CAN BE A PROFESSIONAL NURSE. You can earn the 
respect of everyone you know by helping those who urgently need 
your help. - ’ . WHAT OUR GRADUATES SAY: 

ALL THE REWARDS OF NURSING CAN BE YOURS. You can get out of 
your present rut and be completely independent. Select the very 
cases you want from the hundreds offered to you . . . work part or 
full time without interfering with your present home or social activi- 
ties . . . work in hospitals, clinics, doctor's offices, convalescent 
homes, private duty. Specialize as you like .. . infant cases, hos- 
pital nursing, or travel with your patient all over the world. 

IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can begin to earn as 
much as $20.00 a day and you need never worry about being “laid 
off.” Never before was there such a crying need for nurses. Today 
300,000 requests remain unfilled. Hospitals, convalescent homes, 
and doctors are begging for our graduates. No high school education 
is required for this complete nursing course. In fact many of our 
successful graduates, now earning top professional pay, have never 
even finished graminar school. If you are sincere and love people 
you have all the qualifications. 

DO NOT LET AGE PREVENT YOU from realizing your fondest 
dreams. Students from 16 to 65 have successfully completed this 
doctors’ approved course. 

IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can be graduated and 
wear with pride your crisp white professional nurses uniform. Fam- 
ily and friends will respect your shining silver graduation pin and 
your highly prized diploma from the nation’s outstanding profes- 
sional training school. 

STUDY AS SLOW OR AS FAST AS YOU WISH. Some of our students Mail Coupon Today for FREE Sample Lesson. 
study on and off in their spare time. If you are anxious to begin 
your nursing career, you can complete the course in just 12 weeks. 
Or if you have had any previous training, you can graduate in 30 
to 60 days. 

BUT THE IMPORTANT THING IS to get free complete information 
right now. There is no cost or obligation. We will send you, as we 
have thousands of other ambitious women, a FREE sample lesson 
and a FREE nursing booklet. Clip the coupon at the right and mail 
right now. Your FREE material will reach you by return mail. 
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POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING, 
17425 Auditorium Bidg., Chicage 5, ill. 


Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample lesson and 
FREE booklet on High-Paying Opportunities in Nursing. 




















Miia si 
POST GRADUATE HOSPJTAIS:SCHOOL OF NURSING : scores 
17125 Audi Seat Bidg: Chicago 5, Ill. ‘ii ilies», idea 
feere (ee eon 
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NOW READY! GORGEOUS, SMART, 
MODERN STYLE DRESSES FOR ALL 
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OCCASIONS! 


ae 


aS 
I, 


a ! 


Now you can look smart and 
stylish with sensational low 
priced glamorous dresses that 
have been cleaned and 

-in good condition for all oc- 
casions! A tremendous assort- 
ment of gorgeous one and two 
piece modern styles in all beau- 
tiful colors —in a variety of 
luxurious fabrics of rayons, cot- 
tons, gabardines, woolens, silks, 
etc. Expensive dresses—original 
value up to $40! 


FREE! 12 Different Sets of But- 
ton Cards! 5 to 8 matched but- 
tons on each card. Worth a few 
dollars — but yours FREE with 
dress order. 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE COUPON! 


' GUILD MAIL ORDER HOUSE, Dept. 769 
(One of the oldest and largest mail erder huuses of its kind) 
103 E. Broadway, New York 2, WN. Y. 
Rush my 5 assorted dresses in size circled below 
with Free Button Cards. Enclosed find $1 de- 
posit, balance C.O.D. plus postage. Money re- 
turned if not completely satisfied. Canadian and 
foreign orders accepted. 
Circle Size: 
Girl's Sizes 7, 8, 10, 12, 14 are 5 for $2.75 
Junior Miss Sizes 9, 11, 13, 15 are S for $3.75 
Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20, 38, 40, 42, 44, 5 for $3.75 ! 
Sizes 1434, 16%, 18%, 20%, 22%, 24%, S for $3.750 
Extra Large Sizes 46, 48, 50, 52 are 5 for $4.75 
Check here to save C.O.D. fee. Send full 
amount with 25¢ postage. 
Please send FREE CATALOG FOR FAMILY 


Name 





Address 


City Zone .. State 
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Your secret to loveliness... Wear HOWARD'S Glamorous All-over “full-cap” WIGS 
--» They GIVE YOU the LENGTH, COLOR and STYLE HAIR you want, instantly! 























a 
55 
8100: The DARLING: 1635: ITALIAN SISSILY: Full-cap Me. 2010: ELEGANCE: All-ever full- Ne. 450: VERSATILE: Half-cap ali- We. 1425: POGBLE CUT: All-everfull- We. 
All-ever full-cap WIG. Feather Me. WIG. New italian cut. Feather 1635 cap WIG of exciting curls and 2016 ever WIG. Shoulder length on 450 cap WIG. A real poodle cut ex- 1425 
“and mage part on FTite ones cap. Hand made imported part. 2998 imported net with ribbon’ part, 2599 hawrde's Handmade ribbon part, 19°9 Soir 'Rhwan part, Anyone ‘can 
cap. Exciting. Glamourous. 2595 1036: Natural part with each hair indi- 2011: Natural part on Swiss 1560: Nand made natural sitk part that | ““°*" it. Life-tong weave. 2485 
Se ee ee a a 
Sere 
YOU'RE BEAUTIFUL... YOU'RE LOVELY... YOU'RE DESIRED... WHEN YOU 
with these “Real” Hairpieces 
| ie Ng a » howard ‘esses 
28 . WEWEST “PREVIEW” 



























































32 The Loveliest Genuine 
530: LABY EVE: No matter : 
how thin and short your har, “Human Hair” YOU Can 
uty is style gives you thick, : 
. Fomine ler- We. long hair beauty at the touch We. Wear... Nothing Shows 
bob. ‘our comb. Best for many 
6 i pe hairstyles to make you but Your NEW BEAUTY. 
most glamourous ways. ... a glamour girl. ......... 
10 211: Extra thick and lovely. $17.95 531: Extra long, extra thick. $15.95 
14 
18 
19 
gether OF separ, 
‘ate; i ; 
22 eae for you atone. “OY many hairstyies 1 98 "i. heag. 
+ Extra thick tonne $5.75 — 
5 *; eae 205: FEATHER CURL HALO: — . D iwc ce 8 ! 
. . . ; Encircles entire head. Full . 
’ : : feather curls in double We. 
34 » » waves. Real hair, custom 205 
1 styled, guarantees you ggg 
new beauty instantly. ... 8 
Pots Gal 206: Extra thick, extra glameur- 
ous. Hand styled........ $8.95 
9 fate 
be ‘™: Braided 
wich, easy 400: PAGE BOY: Real 
™ ea 
ws sot ooks 
6 te wear day my : ; : to. 5550 
Mt FRENCH BANG: Eliminates high =. 
fwehead and ioose ends. These soft, ‘ 
8 flattering waves are natural: : : 401: Extra thick, full 12” wow! 
til tome ‘ ' wide. Hand styled. $4.50 8 Couper Bieniai 
lowly. A real g fr f %. \ x 
0 04: Beth mY ai eee =n, 
‘wecial price " ! ! 
] You'll bless the day yeu mail your erder A e o* HOWARD tresses, dept. AT-34 
QP 317 West 125th St. © New York 27, N.Y. 
Please rush me the newest Meward Tresses | have PRINTED 
examination in your own home. If you're not more than delighted with your ? a ~ cous tae. It is full waderetend that | must be com- 
7 Howard Tresses, return them within 10-days for full refund of your money! a lea my MONEY BACK in LL within 10-day “i 
order to name and ress | have printed below. (For WIG SIZE, send Hat size.) 
" Styte Ne. Size Quantity Coter $ Price ¢ 
) a 
Check here for Matching COLOR. 
) (Fer tight shades and mixed grays add $1.75 fer Hair Pieces and $2.75 for Wigs) 
Cdet Black, (OW Black, () Sark Grown, () Mixed Grays, [}! enclose SAMPLE, match 
i 
Wh: PONY TAIL: For that | | 715: wowane cHicnOl: New- 
: youthful freshness. Soft-to- 201: FEATHER PAGE BOY: Most Ne. est version. Worn on side, on 





Page Boy. 12° 201 

touch end curls attach firmly Ne. glamourous top or side of head. Custom We. 
4 easily to your own hair. 100 Sar ao _* €er-to-ear 50 styled. invisible weave. im- 715 
Matural looking. Vivaciously 95 y ported hair on a wool roll 395 
fomantic. pak viee'e oi > 3 202: Extra heavy with ie-tong Exciting. . veebswees 
weave... $7. 725: Larger and thicker. $5.75 

















Wi: Extra thick, extra beauty. $5.75 
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Men GC 


Women 


with lovely, lustrous, 
thrilling hair 
appearance! 








Raveen’s 
new scientific 

formula works to help stop 
dry scalp, splitting hair, breaking ends. 


If you’ve been looking and looking for some- 
thing that would glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous appearance, 
RAVEEN may be the answer to your prayers. 
RAVEEN gets to work on that dry, itchy, 
scaly scalp and helps Nature to give you the 
appearance that goes with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you’ve always wanted. If the 
length of your hair has been affected by its un- 
due dryness, you owe it to yourself to try 
RAVEEN on our generous no risk offer. 


Wloney Gack Guarantee! 


Try RAVEEN accord- 
ing to directions. If 
not completely sat- 
isfied, return unused 
portion of jar and 
full purchase price 
will be immediately 
refunded. 





data niaih aria 








i 5 
1 RAVEEDS Dept. 1.2 : 
1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicage 16, Ill. 

f 

‘ Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guar- z 
; anteed no risk offer. * 
i | enclose $1.20 : 
: Send C.O.D. plus postage i 
; Name : 
: Address : 
: City ee State y 





Wad coupon for no rsh offer! 
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Are You A Faithful Mate? 


(Test Your Marital Fidelity) 


RE YOU a faithful husband? Wife? 
How much provocation or tempta- 
tion would it take to break your mar- 
riage vows? Do you honestly believe 
that you would remain chaste under any 
conditions ? 

Before you make a quick answer, it 
might be well to remember that psycho- 
logical and religious confessional litera- 
ture point to the widespread existence of 
illicit thoughts and actions among both 
sinner and saint. Western man may ac- 
cept monogamy but his thoughts and 
practices are often polygamous. 

Perhaps that is why infidelity is as old 
as civilization. Centuries before the 
Biblical commandment, “Thou shalt not 
commit adultery” was proclaimed, there 
were similar laws among the Babylon- 
ians and Egyptians. Even punishing the 
adulterous wife by cutting off her nose 
and administering a thousand lashes and 
often death to the offending male, did 
not seem to have a deterring effect on the 
amorous. This would seem to demon- 
strate man’s frequent deep-seated urge to 
jettison his marital vows. 

Thousands, perhaps millions, who are 
dissatisfied with their mate, nevertheless 
remain loyal to their marital vows main- 
ly because they lack the time, the money, 
the energy, the opportunity or the bold- 
ness to do otherwise. While this may 
contribute to the stability of marriage as 
an institution, the ill mated still silently 
ask, “Who wants to be in an institu- 
tion?” 

The following quiz is designed to 
measure your infidelity potential. Of 
course, your potential may never de- 
velop into action, especially if you exer- 
cise restraint and your duties and cir- 
cumstances are such to keep you a faith- 
ful spouse. 

There is also the heartening possibility 
that a periodical inventory of your qual- 
ities as a mate with an awareness that 
there are probably at least a few flaws in 
you to be corrected may elicit reciprocal 
action from your mate. 

Self improvement and a more serene 
conjugal relationship may not eliminate 
the urge to experiment outside of the 
sanctified murals but it may throttle it. 

The following quiz may help you 
probe your fidelity. It may also serve to 


focus on some aspects of your marriage 
which needs bolstering. 


Each statement is followed by a letter: 


a—yes 
b—probably 
c—uncertain 
d—no 


Encircle the number after each state- 
ment best describing you. At the end of 
the quiz is a self-scoring scale giving 
your fidelity score. 

1. If your sexual needs were not being 
met by your mate, and you had the 
opportunity for sexual experience 
with an attractive person with abso- 
lute certainty of not being detected, 
would you take the opportunity ? 

a b- c d 

2. If your mate had to be away for a 
month or more, would you go on 
dates without telling him or her? 

a b- c d 

3. When you engage in conjugal rela- 
tions with your spouse, do you often 
fantasy that you are with a more 
enticing partner? 

a b— c d 

4. Should your spouse have to be away 
for an extended period (viz. mili- 
tary service, or on the road, etc.) 
might you seek to date former 
friends of the opposite sex? 

a b— c d 

5. When reading or viewing a love 
scene in a play or movie or TV, do 
you wish that you were one of the 














lovers? 
a b- c d 

6. In the absence of your spouse for a 
considerable period, would you 
probably visit dance halls, bars, etc. 
in the hope of making social con- 
tacts? 
a b-— c d 

7. If you had to spend your vacation 
away from your mate and you met 
an attractive person of the opposite 
sex, would you engage in at least a 
flirtation? 
a b——--¢ d 

8. If you entered a train or a bus and 
found two seats vacant, one next to 
an attractive person of the opposite 
sex and one next to a member of 
your sex, would you probably sit 
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next to the person of the opposite sex? 
a b c d 
9. While asleep, do you dream of romances with persons YOUR SCORE 
other than your spouse? |A|B|{|C|D YOUR SCORE 
a b c d SLikigie:ier. on 
age 10. Do you prefer dancing with persons other than your ci | ER a ae: | a he 
mate because they are more stimulating? 3/112131{4 
se Ren me +e }3 {4 
wake 11. When on the beach do you usually gaze at the faces and 5 11/2/3/41{]— ¥ 
forms of members of the opposite sex lustfully? Sitrisinia 2 
a b c d 7 /sisi8ls - 
12. Do you find that even when you’re with your spouse, Biétsetiatea mars 
you can not restrain your roving eye when attractive Sriprtrszrtretse 
—_ members of the opposite sex come within your view? 10/11/2/|3{]4 
of a b c d | 1/2/3/]4— seni 
ng 13. Do you usually enjoy the company of members of the l 2 | 1 5 ex 3 4 ae 
opposite sex more than your mate’s? 3 | 1 913 14 
ng a b © d 4f};1/2/3] 4) 
he 14. Are you usually more eager to attract the attention of is iijizisi4 
- members of the opposite sex by your dress and behavior 16 | «2 2 . 2 4 _ eer. 
~ than your own mate’s? 7 | 4 es a1 
d, a ——-— d 1% /1/|3{|2|4 
15. Do you often think that an extra-marital affair would i9 | 3 Tare? 
y be an exciting and satisfying experience? 90 |4/131211)1|— 
a ; . ; . If ei 
: : your score Is: 
- 16. If you heard from a reliable source that your mate was 70-80—Excellent 
having an affair would you also try to break your mari- 55-68—Good 
= tal vows? 35-53—A verage 
" a b c d 1-33—Below Average 
= (Continued on Page 68) 
re . 
y ae =: i 
a . os AtN TO nraivven in ayakdali 9 / 
: . ; : Jested by gocrors... PHOVED 177 1G optK 
or ; , 
1. Antiseptic (Protective, germicidal action) 
Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected 
¥ new formula releases its antiseptic and germicidal ingredients 
e right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base melts at body 
Oo temperature, forming a powerful protective film that permits 
e long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 
2. Deodorant (Protection from odor) 
: Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and found to be more 
a effective than anything it had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
1 deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing 
odors, yet have no “medicine” or “disinfectant” odor themselves. 
3. Convenient (So easy to use) 
Norforms are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and convenient 
to use. Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or measuring. They’re 
' greaseless and they keep in any climate: Your druggist has them 
in boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 
' Mail this coupon today FREE informative Norforms booklet 
: 
ust mail this coupon to: Dept.T-52 
brs Sienneedl Csenpaaies Norwich, N. Y. 
Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a 
NORFORMS Pleas 
VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES ici 
(ovease emit) 
- Street. 
Tested by decters ... A NORWICH PRODUCT ° Se 
Trusted by women . F “— om: 
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plated trim. Genuine | Ee 
optical zyl frames. oe Tae. 










14K Gold ploted 
bow-knots and rims. 


Ne. 222 a “a 
BEAU CATCHER DELUXE Witte li 

! ine optical ° 
a 

im. Siac! 

or Shell frames. $g95 baer 
Same Style as above for MEN 
Ne. 519 DUKE 
We. 219 (GOLD Fucen) $8.95 
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Ne. 317 
DAISY DREAM 


Diamond type ‘jewels 
twinkle in the delicate 
-of-Pear| 







derful frame for 
“‘come-hither”’ eyes. 
Brown frames. A 

“must” for special 


occasions. 
$3.95 














Ne. 106 
GLAMOUR 
BOP-TOP 
Saucy eyes dance 
demurely behind 


glasses of smart sim- 
plicity. Choose Blue 













“REG. U.S. $3.95 



















or Pink Pearl frames PAT. OFF. ‘ 
OF S0U NG rr tetetend amen anemenanns ‘oe an am any 
moments—Brown Shell r | 
$ or Black for your | HERMAN OPTICAL CO., 201 X. Market St. Newark 2, N. J. 
3.95 Career Girl days |) send €.0.D. | will pay postmen full price plus postoge. | 
| Clenctose full price, send postpaid. ! 
i a 
. Ns sicacitasctnctipceseies Frame COlOl.............0...cecsse000 | 
Lord’s Prayer lle | Name | 
Necklace if you sen ' Addr 
1 r. 
money with orde | City Zone......State ! 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 10 DAY FREE TRIAL 


G0REA MARKET STREET 
NEWARK 2, N. J. 


HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 





















TACIT 


By Gerri Major 
EAR Gerri: 


I have saved enough money 
for a luxury trip to New York City 
and want to stay at a first-class, 
downtown hotel. I'll be perfectly 
honest. I was born and reared in 
the South, and I do not know how 
to go about getting into one. What 
should I do? 

Jane Clark 
Tampa, Florida 
Dear Jane: 

Your problem can be solved eas- 
ily by following a few, simple in- 
structions. Let me first warn you 
that New York City is a year-round 
tourist mecca, and accommoda- 
tions in hotels within walking dis- 
tance of theaters, restaurants, and 
the larger motion picture houses 
are not easy to obtain. 

To assure accommodations write 
a month in advance to the hotel of 
your choice. State the type of room 
you want—a single room with 
bath, or a double room with bath, 
or two single rooms with connect- 
ing bath, or a suite of sitting room, 
bedroom and bath. Also list spe- 
cial preferences, such as below the 
fifth or above the 10th floor, an 
outside room, or one with televi- 
sion. Include the date of your ar- 
rival and approximate length of 
your stay. Be sure to ask for a 
confirmation of the reservation. 

When you receive word that you 
will be accommodated, send a 
money order or check to cover the 
cost of at least the first day. This 
is important because reservations 
are held for a limited number of 
hours of the day of date. If your 
train or plane arrived late, you 
might discover your reservation 
had been canceled. 

Recently a friend arrived in New 
York City from Haiti on the eve of 
a championship fight when hotels 
were so crowded people were be- 
ing sent as far as Jersey to sleep. 
She had a reservation that was 
valid until midnight, but did not 
reach the hotel until 1 a.m. It took 
her two hours to find a room. 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 
EAR MRS. JACKSON: I am 16 


years old and my mother is very 
strict on me. She doesn’t want me to go 
to shows or dances, or even bring boys 
to my home. My boy friend has a car so 
we ride on the outskirts of the town to 
do our courting. Mother said she would 
be glad when I left so she could get rid 
of me. I want to finish high school but 
she doesn’t want me at home. I don’t 
know what to do. I am thinking about 
leaving with my boy friend. Please help 
me. 


“Worried.” 


Dear “Worried”: 

Your high school diploma is very im- 
portant to you so stay at home at least 
until you have completed your senior 
year. Running away with your boy 
friend would only postpone the adjust- 
ment that you would have to make when 
you leave home on your own. Marriage 
should never be undertaken as a method 
of escape for it would never be given a 
fair chance to work out. Your mother 
needs a good lecture, for she is certainly 
wrong in pushing you out of the house 
before you have an education enabling 
you to take care of yourself. However, 
if the boy friend is causing this rift be- 
tween you and your mother then let the 
boy friend go . . . he’s not that important. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I have a problem that I would like for 
you to help me solve. I have been going 
with a boy and he is now living in an- 
other state. I love this boy and he also 
loves me. Be- (Continued on Page 71) 
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this very day. 


You can depend upon Godefroy’s Larieuse, 
the famous brand in the red box . . . known, 
approved, for more than 50 years. Get it at 
your favorite cosmetic counter this very day! 










is very day = 


Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring can make 
your hair as lovely as you wish it could be 
. .. gives youthful color to gray hair . . . adds 
glowing new color to drab, colorless hair 
... Starts you looking younger, lovelier . . . 


In 18 flattering shades 
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Te Shampoo hair thoroughly. 
As it dries, mix Godefroy's 
Larieuse as directed. 


2. 


use with handy applicator in- 
cluded in package. 


3. After color has devel- 
oped, shampoo hair again, 
set in your favorite style. 


Apply Godefroy’s Larie- 





|GODEFROY MFG. CO. e 3510 OLIVE e ST. LOUIS 3, mo. 
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lighter grighier sel 


Don’t just wish you had a lovelier 
complexion—let Black and White 
Bleaching Cream help you! Start 
using this famous cream as directed 
and watch your skin look softer, 
smoother, and take on new lighter, 
brighter beauty. Its bleaching ac- 
tion works effectively inside your 
skin. Modern science knows of no 
faster method of lightening skin. 













Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
counters. 


BLACK = AND WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 
















+ Sell Exciting New Line 


‘ >> CHILDREN’S 





Make up to $35. 00 in a week in spare hours 
showing your friends, neighbors world’s 
cutest, Yoveliest children’s dresses—in- 


a shirts, jay wear, —— 
everything for children from tots 
agers. Huge selection at LOW PRICES. 
REE Rush cou; “attend wesend 
ou Bi uase Display abso- 
lately FREE. e how easily you can 
make mone? and get your own chil- 
dren’s dresses without one er cost 
—just in spare ite no 
HARFOR Db FROCKS 
Dept. N-2353. Cincinnati 25, 
4 Harford Frocks, Dept. N-2353 on 
~ & Cincianati pie 
Yes I want to make extra money wi; artorg Frocks Cuéren's 
ea lease rash complete Style beret tt 
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BY DAN 


ET ME WIG YOU to the deal that 

went down when the Round Clown 
tried to click with the Slick Chick from 
New Brunswick one dim on the stem at 
a sin den on the Avenue of Frantic 
Men. Now the pilch was rocking and 
the chime was tocking ’way past the 
Little Man on the ace stop of the slow 
spin top. And the pad was leaping and 
there was a lot of creeping as the chicks 
and cats dug the sharps and flats while 
the beat was real crazy, so cool and lazy 
on the jock’s box in the front playpen 
of the trey of cribs where the really 
hipped dug Her Nibs, Miss Georgia 
Gibbs. 

And the Head Hen was spieling, “say 
when,” as she held court over a quart 
of port. And there were some mad lads 
in frantic plaids, and the squares were 
in pairs and sitting in the chairs; and 
a broad named Maude was laying a spiel 
on a cat named Claude. And some cool 
boppers had doffed their toppers and 
were stashing around and digging the 
sound of Brubeck direct, and Diz The 
Whiz, and The Bird as through his alto 
he purred. And some were playing 
hunches trying to dig their lunches. And 
some got high, but nevertheless were 
dry while others were coughing as still 
others were scoffing at the grease bar 
in the rear car where you could slow 
your fig over the pad of a pig the 
Head Hen was dealing for an ace plus 




































































BURLEY 


ten. 

Well, the Slick Chick from New Bruns- 
wick was on for some playing and her 
gims were straying hither and yon and 
a bit beyond when she dug the Round 
Clown just as he sat down on a tall 
one with four gams and spotted his 
clams on the pinewood spread that is 
not a bed. 

But pound for pound, the Clown was 
too round for this Slick Chick to pick 
as a playmate to trick. So she swung 
her map toward another chap (one in 
jeans, the brightest of greens), and in 
her spieling, asked how he was feeling, 
and weren’t them sounds insane and if 
he had a grain (you dig, McSwig?) for 
her steady main, known as the Cat with 
the Lame Brain. 

However, the Round Clown had dug 
the sound of the chick’s horn and fig- 
ured it straight corn as sure as he was 
born. So he played a scheme he knocked 
on a dream to open her nose before 
she froze. To draw a crowd he talked 
out loud and said, “I’m down for some 
action cause I’m the main attraction. | 
nail a ball when I make a phone call. 
I’m the coolest of studs when it comes 
to duds. I’m loaded with loot and most 
of the chicks claim I’m a brute. But a 
brute that’s sweet when it’s a chick that’s 
neat. I wear my slacks in my Cadillacs, 
you see I’ve got five and that’s no jive. 
And I never go swimming without a 
flock of my women standing on the 
beach all ready to screech when I put 
down my jive at a quarter past five. 
I’m called a camel without a hump, 

cause Babe, I dug you from the jump. I’m 
Jap from the flap on this fingersnap.” 

Just to prove that she was strictly 
groove and no broad putting down a 
fraud, the Slick Chick was quick with 
this backcap click: 

“I’m cosmic, I mean, high octane, 
with or without a sniff of grain. I don’t 
need wine, you see I drink brine and 
when I fish I don’t use a line. I'd 
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(Author of The Original Handbook of Harlem Jive) 


never hug a simple mug. When you 
popped through the slammer I dug you 
were from Alabama. I lamped your 
suit, a "42 zoot. Like a square at the 
country fair, you’re playing jacks while 
I spiel facts. You’re a rude dude, too 
crude to be lewd and you need to be 
shoed. Get some boots with laces so 
you can go places. You make like a 
Dark Gable but you can’t dig my fable. 
My name is Mable and I’m always able 
to set my own table. You sound off 
about swimming with a whole flock of 
women. I never dug a fool in a swim- 
ming pool and you’d have to whale a 
lot of preaching to get any broads to 
screeching over that figure that couldn’t 
possibly be bigger without being a tank 
in the ten ton rank. My blood stud is a 
Commando and makes the rounds with 
Brando. And you should dig his changes 
when he hits the upper ranges. He’s 
rough like Marciano when he whales 
this old piano. He cuts and butts all 
simple mutts. He likes to wrestle—alli- 
gators and bears and he has a reputation 
for being bad for squares. You can have 
your toddy if you don’t bug everybody. 
So drink your Sneaky Pete and then 
hit the street cause I’m cool like the 
dawn and really gone!” 


THE COLLEGE OF COOL KNOWL- 
EDGE (THE REEL ON THIS SPIEL) : 
Let me tell you about the incident that 
took place when a very fat chap at- 
tempted to date with a smart girl from 
any big town one night on the main 
street at a good time apartment in the 
honky-tonk district. The place was a 
scene of gayety and the clock was mov- 
ing past one o'clock. The joint was 
jumping, as Fats Waller used to say 
and there was a lot of pairing off of the 
guys and dolls as they listened to the 
music served with a good, danceable 
beat from the record player in the front 
room of the three room apartment where 
the more sophisticated listened to rec- 





ords by Dave Brubeck, Dizzy Gillespie, 
Charley (Yardbird) Parker, Georgia 
Gibbs and others. Some were quietly 
trying to borrow money from other 
guests while some became intoxicated 
as others smoked marijuana or ate pigs 
feet in the kitchen at $1.10 apiece. Well, 
the smart girl saw the fat chap as he 
sat on a chair and spread some money 
on a table. But he was too fat for her 
and she began conversing with another 
man and asked if he had any dope for 
her boy friend. But the fat chap, be- 
lieving she was deliberately ignoring 
him, began bragging. To open her nose 
was to make her fall for him. The “ball” 
he “nailed” was $5 worth of phone calls. 
Being Jap from the flap on this finger- 
snap, means being aware of, in the 
know. High octane means spirited, classy. 
Brine means beer. Blood stud is boy 
friend. Changes in the upper ranges 
means how he makes love. 


ON THE COOL CIRCUIT: THE 
MAD LAD, Eddie West (he’s the best) 
has a real spiel deal in Cleveland over 
WSRS. He’s in the high green with 
a flock of king-size commercials. He 
goes to bat on his late dark romps 
with King Cole (a real gawn soul), 
Ella, the frantic Cinderella, and Dinah 
(and who could be finer) . . . Cloud 
mail from the (Continued on Page 52) 
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Beauty Secret of French { 
Women for Past 25 Years 
—Now Yours! 


tow CED erie ee 
women — the dramatically DIFFERENT, 
exclusive-formula dentifrice that does MORE than merely 
clean your teeth . . . the COSMETIC dentifrice that actually 
imparts INSTANTLY a delightful, healthy-looking pink 
glow to your gums, enhancing the loveliness of your 
teeth like a beautiful picture frame. Make Dramatique 
YOUR beauty secret from this day on . . . say good-bye 
te pale, cnemic-tecking gums, hello to the compliments 
of friends when you flash your new radiant smile! 
Act NOW-—send $1 cash, check, or M.O., 
and we'll rush your generous-sized 
=a tube of wonderful, ou 
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Chamber of Commerce Bidg., ad Fla. 
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ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8 x 10 Inches 
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT py med 
Same price for full length or it 
f a pet ani- 
maale, Ste, ot enlargements of any 
art of 9 & group picture. 

with your enlargement. 


Send NoMoney 3 ter 3] 5° 
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Professional Art Studies, 544 S. Main, Begt. 55 a Princeton. aes | 
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Got keller from liching 
Stinging Buln of 


HICKIES =: 





“I was embarrassed by uly hickies on my 
face and the itching, si_nging made me 
miserable. I tried many skin lotions and 
ointments without success when a friend 
suggested Black and White Ointment. The 
relief from the itching and stinging was 
wonderful . 
White Ointment.” 


. thanks to her and Black and 


James D. Williams, 
Washington, D. C. 


GET FAST RELIEF TODAY 


Eases sting of eczema, simple 
ringworm; eases itch of acne, 
acts as antiseptic dressing to 
help prevent spread of infec- 
tion. Two generous sizes, 25¢ 
and 60¢. To cleanse your 
skin, use mild, pure Black 
and White Skin Soap daily. 








7 Your seighborhood! 


I'll show you how to make good money in your own 
neighborhood. No experience needed. 
BIG PROFITS supplying housewives with Blair food 
and household products. Sensational bargains, beau- 
tiful premiums, and other plans to help you make 
money fast. If YOU are the person I need, you get 
complete money-making outfit on FREE Trial. 
Don’t send any money—just mail your name and 
address TODAY 
about starting a business of your own. Don’t delay' 


FREE FOR ASTHMA 


If you suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke 
and gasp for breath, if restful sleep is difficult 
because of the struggle to breathe, don’t fail to 
send at once to the Frontier Asthma Company 
for a FREE trial of the FRONTIER ASTHMA 
MEDICINE, a preparation for temporary symp- 
tomatic relief of paroxysms of Bronchial Asthma. 
No matter where you live or whether you have 
faith in any medicine under the sun, send today 
for this free trial. It will cost you nothing. 
Frontier AstTHMA Co. 793-W Frontier Bioc. 
462 NIAGARA St. _ BuFFALo 2, N. , 












It’s easy— 


SURE! Ask me to RUSH full details 


BLAIR, Dept. {4NB, Memphis 2, Tenn. 
i i i ee | 
] Please rush my Big Money-Making Out- 4 

fit on FREE Trial. 
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Letters 


THANKS FOR SHEILA 


I am not one of your regular readers for the 
good reason that I am a foreigner (I live in 
Belgium) and I am staying in the United 
States for a few months, in order to carry on 
some researches in an American university. 

What struck me in the last issue of your 
magazine was first, of course, the remarkable 
beauty, and one can say, the simple perfection 
of Miss Sheila Guyse, whose picture adorned 
the cover page. 

What also caught my attention was the title 
of her article, “My Mixed Marriage Failed,” 
because I was curious to see whether or not 
this failure was provoked by so-called racial 
incompatibilities. I was glad, and indeed not 
surprised to learn this was not so. 

I was not surprised because I know myself 
many successful mixed marriages in my own 
country and elsewhere in Europe. I was glad 
because that proves once more how narrow 
ideas in these matters are completely basicless, 

There will come a time—yes, it is already 
slowly, but surely .coming—when inter-racial, 
marriages will be quite common and frequent 
all over the world, so that a complete and 
ideal, as much as it can be, perfect type of 
humanity will be obtained 

Thanks to Sheila for writing and thanks to 
you for publishing such a sincere and con- 


vincing article. 
Dr. H. Silvestre 
New York, New York 


TAN IS TOPS 


I have been a constant reader of TAN for 
the past year. It’s really a great magazine and 
I enjoy reading it. 

I want to recall your attention to the story, 
“Boudoir Madness.” I also enjoyed “I Couldn’t 
Say No” in the December issue. 

Really think TAN is TOPS. Keep up the 
good work. 

Florence Rutland 
Atlanta, Georgia 


ANCIENT MODELS 


I have been reading your magazine ever since 
it came out, and I think it is one of the best 
—— circulating around the country to- 

ay. 

I have one complaint. It concerns your 
models. They are all great, and very good 
looking, but I notice that they all don’t present 
the picture exactly like the stories. I read one 
story where the female model was supposed to 
look about 16 or 17, and the male model about 
23 or 25. The female model looked her part, 
but the male, although he was portraying the 
part of a man who was supposed to be 23, he 
looked as though he was 43—old enough to 
be the girl’s father. 

It didn’t look right to me; maybe I’m wrong, 
or can’t see too well. Ask your readers what 
they think. 


D. E. 
Buffalo, New York 


TAN FANS 


I have been a TAN FAN for a few years 
now, and have enjoyed it very much. I would 
like to take this space to congratulate’ you and 
your firm for publishing such a fine and help- 
ful magazine. 

As a housewife and mother, TAN has been 
such a great help to me towards cooking and 
with helpful hints on child care. Your love 
stories are interesting, too. 

Continue to feature more enjoyable articles. 
Keep up the excellent work. 

Mrs. Betty Geasley 
Detroit, Michigan 
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To The Editor 


I find TAN very interesting and can hardly 
wait for the next issue to hit the newsstands. 
| always pass my books to someone else when 
[ have finished reading them, for I feel that 
they are too valuable to throw away. 

Sylvester R. Greene 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


WANTED: PEN PALS 


I know this is a very strange request, but | 
am a single white Indian reader of TAN mag- 
azine, and also one of the few white members 
of the NAACP. I desire to correspond with 
some Pen Pals. 

Mr. Orville Smith, Jr. 
514% Main Street 
Kansas City, Missouri 


I am a regular reader of TAN. I find it to 
be a quite interesting magazine. 

I am 16 years old and I would like very 
much to correspond with as many boys and 
girls between 16 and 20 as I can. I find it a 
lot of fun writing to pen-pals, and Ill try my 
hardest to write as often as possible. - 


Somerset Bridge 
Sandys, Bermuda 


I am a widow 38 years of age. I would like 
to get in touch with some pen pals of the op- 
posite sex. I am a Negro, black hair, black 
eyes, height 5 feet, 4 inches and scaling 195 
pounds. Catholic religion. 

Veronica Green 

34 Richmond Street 
Port of Spain 
Trinidad 


I’m a lover of your magazine and have found 
it to be the best among the many magazines | 
have read. The story in your November issue, 
namely, “How To Get The Most Out Of Love,” 
was very good and | want to congratulate you 
on doing a very fine job and I hope that you 
will continue to do the fine work that you are 
doing. 

I’m a G.I. stationed out at Camp Irwin and 
it’s quite lonesome here. I would like very 
much to have someone write to me. 

Thank you very much and keep up the good 
work in publishing good reading material and 
you will always have a fan, namely, Alonzo L. 
Griffin, the writer of this letter. 

Sgt. Alonzo L. Griffin 
6019th S. U. 
Camp Irwin, California 


I have just finished reading TAN—it’s ter- 
rific! 

I noticed that quite a few servicemen read 
your magazine and if any servicemen read this 
letter and want to correspond with me, I'll be 
delighted to write to them. 

Miss Hazel Jackson 
1119 East 77th Street 
Los Angeles, California 


My name is Elnora Bass. I am a Negro of 
18 years. I am about to go in nurses’ training 
and would really be grateful if you could help 
me find a Pen Pal from the Hawaiian Islands. 
My ambition is to go there someday, but it 
might be a long time before I do. I would like 
to have someone to write to in the Islands. It 
would almost be like being there. A nice 
young man about 20 years of age, tall, about 
6 feet, 1 inch—looks don’t really matter. 

Elnora Bass 
2026 Seventh Avenue 
New York 27, New York 


I would like Pen Pals from America. I live 
in Nigeria and am sure an exchange of news 
would be of interest to each of us. 

F. Ola Okusanwo, Esqr. 
P. O. Box 62 

Mushin, 

Lagos, Nigeria 


I am a GI stationed in Tripoli, North Africa. 
I’m 21 years old and am from St. Louis, Mis- 
souri. I’m very lonely, having no one with 
which to communicate, so I’m asking that you 
publish my address in your magazine. I’m en- 
closing a picture of myself which I hope also 
will be published. Thank you. 

A/3C Willie E. Culberson 
A.F. 17338369 

1603d Fd. Sv. Sqd. 

APO 231, c/o Postmaster 
New York, New York 


“GOOD BOOK” 


I am writing you about your wonderful mag- 
azine, TAN. I have been a reader since 1952. 
I am sorry I didn’t know about it sooner. Keep 
up the good work. I think TAN is a good book 


for the young people of today. 
Esther Mae Francisco 
Monsura, La. 


‘HIT-AND-RUN LOVER’ 


I am a frequent reader of TAN and think 
it is simply great. I have been reading it since 
1950. TAN has many fans here in my home 
town. 

I really enjoyed the story “Hit-And-Run 
Lover.” Somehow I admired Johnny, espe- 
cially at the end when he changed. Cindy was 
really a great person to do what she did for 
her step-sister, Beth Cabell. Please continue 
to write stories such as this one and | will 
always be a reader of TAN 

Lois V. A. Gartrell 
Washington, Ga. 


‘WIFE THIEF’ 


The wonderful stories published monthly in 
your amazing magazine have held my intense 
interest for the past seven years as each story 
is indeed the animate shadow (sic) of breath- 
taking reality. 

It was the story entitled “Wife Thief” which 
impressed me more than any I have ever read. 
Whether it be advice, consolation or just plain 
reading enjoyment I seek, I always prefer TAN 
—it’s amazing. 

Clarence C. Wooten 
Washington, D. C. 


WANTS FASHION MAGAZINE 


Congratulations on the fine magazines you 
and your staff have worked so hard on to 
bring to the public. I read and enjoy TAN 
most of all. 

However, I have a suggestion. Not on what 
has already been accomplished, but what could 
and should be added to the wonderful maga- 
zines already out. That is—a fashion maga- 
zine. Not just one or two sections but fashion 
from cover to cover. I am sure your female 
readers would appreciate such an addition. 

Mattie Louise Crockett 
Flint, Michigan 
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It’s an EXCITING way for you to shop! Like 
a fashion magazine... it shows all the new 
Spring and Summer Fashions for TALL GIRLS. 
Yoy can choose an entire Spring and Summer ward- 
tobe of dresses, coats, suits, jackets, =—— 
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Mail Coupon for your Free Style Book Today 
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our mailing lst ° F 5 Sh 
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Over Five-Seven Shops, Dept. 1-33 

465 Fifth Avenue, New York 17, N.Y. 

Please send me your 

“Over Five-Seven Shop” Spring and Summer Style 










Ne Classes Te Attend 
Let's face the facts! High school 


WAYNE SCHOOL 
2527 Sheffield Avenve + Chicege 14 


WAYNE SCHOOL 


2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicage 14, ilineis 
Please send Cotalog HAS-43 


FOR FREE 
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NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 

635 Diversey Parkway Dept. 3232 
Send free booklet ‘‘Opportunities in the Baking Industry’’ 
and full particulars. 


Chicage 14, ti. 











U. S. GOVERNMENT JOB 


Grade School Necessary 


City Mall Cerriers, Post Office Clerks 


ks and Carriers now get $3.270.00 the first year 
egular employnient and automatically increase $100 
ear to $4,070.00. a Men—Women 18 to 50. 
erks and Carriers can romoted to other postal 
ms paying as high as es 437.00. 


Reilway Postal Clerks 


way Postal Clerks get $3,470.00 the first year of 
employment, being paid on ~ 9 and fifteenth 










f each month. ($144.58 each pay Their pay is 
matically increased yearly to Pr 370. 00. Advance 
had to Chief Clerk at $6,565.00 a year. Men only, 
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3 Days On—3 Days Off—Full pay 


ailway Postal Clerks on long runs usually work 3 a 
ave 3 days off duty or in the same 

ng this off duty their pay continues just as = 
were working. They travel on @ pass when on 
e When they grow old, they are retired with 


Moay Other Positions 


ny other positions are obtainable. Rural Carriers— 
r aphers Typists—Patrol Inspectors—Meat Inspec- 
ce. Those wishing these positions should qualify 


Get Free List of Positions 


mut the following coupon. Tear it off and mail 
ay—NOW at once, 

igh the Institute is not government controlled, 
result in your getting a big paid government job. 






FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. Z-51, Rochester 4, N. Y. 
: to me, entirely free of charge (1) a full de- 
of U. 8. Government Jobs: (2) Free copy 
i 36-page book, ‘‘How to Get a U. S. Govern- 
with (3) List of U. S. Government Jobs; 
me how to qualify for one of these jobs. 
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Ruth Brown 




















I AM MOST THANKFUL for the pow- 

er of prayer that helped me weather 
the automobile accident a few years ago 
that almost ended my career—and my 
life. For surely it was prayer and noth- 
ing else that brought me through those 
painful months—fourteen of them— 
when swathed at first in bandages, I 
was glad to be alive though I thought 
I would never walk again. 

Anyone who has ever been in an auto- 
mobile accident knows how horrible an 
experience it can be. It takes only a 
moment to happen but a lifetime isn’t 
long enough to forget it. One moment, 
Blanche Calloway and I were roaring 
over the smooth highway between Wash- 
ington, D. C., and New York. I was 
on my way to my first booking at the 
Apollo Theatre, the fulfillment of my 
greatest dream since I had become a 
professional singer. Blanche and I had 
talked of the way the future looked for 
me. Just twenty years old, the breaks 
were beginning to come my way. I was 
married to Jim- (Continued on Page 80) 
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The acute shortage of nurses has created a 
national emergency. That is why Practical 
Nurses— who can be trained in 12 weeks 
of interesting home study — are demanded 
more and more in hospitals and in homes 
of convalescents all over the country. 

No months or years of apprenticeship 
are needed. You don’t start as a beginner 
at low pay. You don’t need a high-school 
education to study and graduate at home, 
through the Lincoln School of Practical 
Nursing. In your own home, in spare time 


—without giving up your present job— 


a 
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| Let me show you how to 


|GET HIGH PAY: 


as a PRACTICAL NURSE 


af . 
< AVERAGE COST per 


ONLY 


~ LESSON ¢ T 


Demand far exceeds supply — Work is steady in goed times or bad — Offers opportunities for 
travel, fine social contacts, luxurious living. Win respect and honor in this humane profession! 


you can train for your first well-paid 
duties as a Practical Nurse. Within 12 
short weeks you can be ready to enjoy the 
security and good income; the social ad- 
vantages; luxurious living in homes of 
well-to-do people; and opportunities for 
travel that make Practical Nursing such a 
wonderful profession for women of all ages. 

You can easily find out all about Practi- 
cal Nursing without investing any money. 
Simply fill out and mail the coupon below 
(or a postcard) for a free copy of Lincoln’s 
fascinating 16-page book, ‘‘Careers in 
Nursing.”’ Read about all the things you 
will learn — how easily you will absorb the 
training. See the wonderful opportunities 
open to you. Contrast the life of a nurse 
with that of any other profession open to 
women. ‘, hen see how this can be yours 
at an average fee of only $1.74 per lesson. 

Hundreds of stenographers, office clerks, 
factory workers and maids have given up 











Mrs. B. W., El Paso, Texas 





READ WHAT GRADUATES SAY... 


‘I’m working on pediatrics at the “Now employed and have two jobs 
hospital and the salary is $2450 a waiting. I am a widow with two 
year. My thanks to the Lincoln children, and now feel sure I can 
School.” support them.” 


Mrs. S. L. J., Columbus, Ga. 


JUST MAIL THIS COUPON 


(OR SEND A POSTCARD) 


THE LINCOLN SCHOOL OF PRACTICAL NURSING, DEPT. T-2 
805 Larrabee Street, Los Angeles 46, California 


Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page book, 
“Careers in Nursing.” 





























their “blind alley” drudgery to embrace 
the respected profession of Practical Nurs- 
ing. Thus they have gained increased pay, 
steady work, and opportunities for contacts 
with interesting people of wealth and posi- 
tion, on a level of equality and respect. 
You certainly can do the same! 

Send your name today. There is no 
charge, now or ever, for this interesting 
book. It is yours free, and postage prepaid. 
No salesman will call to bother you. Read 
it in the quiet of your own home. Then 
decide whether the romance of nursing 
appeals more to you than the drudgery of 
ordinary work. Mail the coupon today. 
This one little step may be the most 
important you’ve ever taken. 


FREE 


BOOKLET 
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NAME 
LINCOLN SCHOOL OF PRACTICAL NURSING ADDRESS 
805 LARRABEE ST., DEPT. T-2, LOS ANGELES 46, CALIF. city 
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LATEST 
FRENCH 
FIGURE 
REDUCER 


The 


FULLER 
FIGURE 


INSTANTLY 
BECOMES 


2 SIZES 
SLIMMER 


OR IT COSTS YOU NOTHING! 


4s you reduce, your silhouette gets smaller 











and smaller. And the wonder-working, lace 
panel o- you exact, adjustable, custom-fit 
every day! 


TAKES YEARS GFF YOUR FIGURE! 

Now at last you can instantly look 2 sizes 
smaller and years younger. Fabulous hi-waist 
gives you the fashionable thin waist and long 
torso that’s in vogue today. You'll imme- 
liately look taller and slimmer as inches dis- 
appear from your waist, hips, thighs and 
derriere. 


GLORIOUS COMFORT 

WITH MIRACLE ELASTIC! 

For the first time you can have easy-breathing 
omfort and day-long support. Incredible 

power elastic g-i-v-e-s and s-t-r-e-t-c-h-e-s as 
ou sit, bend, stretch. You'll enjoy unmatched 

ease and comfort as you work and relax. Only 

French Figure REDUCER gives you the happy, 

healthy way to sleek teenage slimness—or 
you pay nothing! 


SUPERBLY TAILORED 

Made of finest, costliest, perspiration-absor- 
bent fabrics. Guaranteed to keep its stretch 
and shape through seasons of wear. Will not 
roll or curl on top. Washes like a dream— it’s 


a beauty to behold! 
Regular or panty girdle with 


°o 
4° 
Y snap-button ecretch and 


NO EXTRA CHARGE FOR EXTRA LARGE SIZES 
SMALL—(25-26) “vr J for the fuller figure 
MEDIUM—(27.28) X (33- 33), XXX (36-38) 
LARGE—(29-30) Xx rw ™ 
EXTRA LARGE—(31-32) ar hr 


XXXXXX (44-46) 
SEND NO MONEY e {0 DAY FREE TRIAL 


| WILCO FASHIONS, Dept. R91 
| 35 S. Perk Ave., Reckv + N. ea 
"LEASE rush FRENCH Figure Reducer 
proval. IF not delighted, I may —— it within 
mn (10) days for refund of purchase price. 


Nude, White, or Blue 
== IN TWO STYLES 
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! Send C.0.D., I'll pay $.........000. plus postage. 

| E Gan Bon tvecs cecbaad you pay postage. 
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| SIZE please......ME........ CROTCHES @ 49¢ es. | 
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By Margo Hughes 


ID YOU KNOW THAT... 


enish style? 


Georgia Carr ©0200 





. Eartha Kitt was once 
offered the deed to a palace, a diamond the size of your 

fist and a string of elephants by a Far Eastern admirer? .... 
and was once a hot love item in the life of Sammy Davis, 
Jr. but was offered only the quickest way out of the vivacious 
lad’s dressing room when both were playing in Chicago? 
. and now the magnetic ex-Dunham dancer, for the first 
time, is fighting competition in the person of another Dunham 
grad known as Othella Dallas who is gone with the Kitt- 


Dorothy Dandridge, star of the movie Carmen Jones, 


turned down a singing engagement at the swank Waldorf- 
Astoria in New York. Her reason: unready. Joe Adams, 
the Westcoast disc jockey who plays the part of a heart 
stealer in the film, didn’t have to half try to upset the local 
glamor gals at the New York premiere; for a while it’s 
doubtful if they realized that star Harry Belafonte was ab- 
sent. And, did you know that . . . Belafonte once ran a 
hamburger stand in Greenwich Village and sang whenever 
he managed to get a club date? But 1954 should gross a 
half million dollars, what with movies, theatre and record- 
ing dates. And while the popular folk-singer wrapped 
audiences around his little finger with his performances in 
the musical “Three for Tonight” rumors had Mrs. Belafonte 

concentrating on getting unwrapped 


husband. 
0090 


Don Redmon 





Othella Dallas 


from the charming Harry. Billy Daniels and his ex-wife 
Martha seem in tune again. At least, they’ve been seen 
holding hands and whispering to each other. Did you 
know that jazz dancer Baby Lawrence’s latest wife (a 
white girl) was formerly married to James “Stump” 
Cross of Stump & Stumpy? This is her third Negro 


Have you noticed that Carmen McRae, husky-voiced Down- 
beat Poll winner, is fast becoming the wailing-est chick 
around—while Ruth Brown wails cause she’s not at all happy 
over ofay chirper Georgia Gibbs stealing her style on “Mam- 


bo Baby”? Singing star Georgia Carr, who’s been wei 


forth disc jockey chores nightly over New York Station 
WOV, has two of the town’s top designers working night and 
day on a new wardrobe for her return to show business. 
Georgia’s scheduled to open at one of the swankiest down- 
town spots in Manhattan. That’s Hilda Simms in the check- 
room of a Greenwich Village nitespot in the movie “Black 
Widow.” When she’s not busy at her acting chores, Hilda 
too spins discs at WOV. Dotts Johnson off for singing 
dates throughout Canada. 


Until he can find an interested 


sponsor for his idea of the perfect deejay show. Orchestra 
leader Don Redmon, discarding his baton to play the role 
of a Chief of Police in the musical (Continued on Page 56) 
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By 
Jim Goodrich 


ARAH VAUGHAN is a familiar name 
not found too often on the lists of 
current record releases these days, for 
some reason or other. Once frequently 
featured on wax, the deceptive-voiced 
ex-choir singer of Newark, New Jersey 
now shows up on new recordings only a 
time or two during a season. The pat- 
tern has been particularly noticeable 
ever since Sarah transferred from the 
Columbia label to Mercury. 

“Sassy,” as Sarah is known in the 
music world, made her debut on Mer- 
cury with a coupling of Easy Come, 
Easy Go Lover and And This Is My Be- 
loved. She has pressed only four or five 
sides for the label since. 

Why Sarah is not making as many 
recordings as she used to poses some- 
thing of a mystery in light of the facts. 
She has a huge following and was always 
a consistent draw as a record artist. Per- 
haps the reason for Sarah’s present in- 
activity on wax is due to an old bugaboo 
of hers: poor material. 

Sarah has a tricky vocal style and it is 
not easy for her to find songs suitable 
for her delivery. When she was record- 
ing for Columbia, she had the same 
problem. She used to solve it at times 
then by doing the old standards with 


solid melodic lines. Among her most 
popular sides for Columbia were favor- 
ites of yesteryears like Lover Man and 
East of the Sun. 

Sarah’s most recent waxing backs to 
back Old Devil Moon and Saturday, two 
ballads, on a Mercury release. Both bet- 
ter than average ditties, they allow Sarah 
ample room to blend and bend her notes 
in her accustomed and most effective 
manner. The results are rhapsodic and 
serve to show that the chanteuse is still 
a forceful, entertaining voicer of songs. 

Sarah has a long background in the 
record business. From the time she first 
garnered public note by winning an ama- 
teur contest at New York’s Apollo Thea- 
ter during the early 1940’s, she has been 
recording regularly with many of the top 
musicians in the U. S. She cut some of 
her best sides on sessions which had bop 
instrumentalists Dizzy Gillespie and 
Charlie Parker backing her. Her style 
fits well on melodies in a semi-bop vein. 

Currently Sarah seems to be more con- 
cerned with her public appearances than 
with records. She appears steadily in 
niteries, theaters and on concerts. Two 
years ago she toured Europe, making 
concert dates. She played a series of 
concerts in England late last year. 

(Continued on Page 78) 











GOD’S GIFTS OF 
NATURAL 
LOVELINESS 


ARE YOURS TO ENJOY 





Glamor, poise and self-confidence depend upon the 
extra time YOU give YOURSELF with fine, personal 
care helping NATURE and bringing out YOUR NATURAL 
GIFTS OF FEMININE LOVELINESS. WOMEN’S RESPON- 
SIBILITY TO HER GOD, TO HERSELF, HER FAMILY’S 
SECURITY AND HAPPINESS CAN OFTEN DEPEND UPON 
THOSE FEW EXTRA MINUTES YOU SPEND IN FINE 
PERSONAL EXTRA CARE, FINE HAIR LUBRICATION TO 
FINE SKIN CLEANSING AND SKIN CARE. FOR ALMOST 
20 YEARS THIS HAS MEANT WRITING DIRECT TO GOLD 
MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS. 

NOW ON THIS SPECIAL OFFER YOU GET EVERY- 
THING YOU NEED FOR FINE SCALP, HAIR, PRESSING, 
CURLING SKIN CARE, LIGHTENING SKIN, PERSONAL 
ADVICE. SEND ONLY $1 DEPOSIT. PAY ONLY $7 ON 
DELIVERY OF EVERYTHING WITH FULL EASY DIRECTIONS 
AND A 100% WRITTEN MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 


On this special you get 
everything for fine daily 
personal care of your scalp, 
your hair, your skin with a 
hair attachment and little 
personal free gifts, sugges- 
tions. You send only $1. YOU 
PAY ONLY $7 NOT ONE 
PENNY MORE. UPON DE- 
LIVERY OF EVERYTHING TO 
YOU. WRITE TO 


MRS. ESTHER SHERMAN 

GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, INC. Dept. YP2 
BROOKLYN 35, NEW YORK 

Mrs. Sherman: 

Enclosed is my dollar. Send me everything te use with 
full directions. Send me this special jar ef detergent 
skin cleanser, the hydrophilic Skin Bleach Ointment, 
the Skin Baim for daily skin care. Also a jer of Scalp 
Ointment and a bottle of the new Corbonee! Pomatone 
for twice a day hair and scalp treatment care. include 
a lovely switch of hair in shade of .............. 
On delivery collect only $7. Net A Penny More. include 
the latest hair styles, and information on curling, 
waving and styling my hair. IF | AM NOT DELIGHTED 
MY MONEY BACK. Rush everything to me New. 


BE Gia sencnvearied eee hide aabeatteeeceen eis 
ER RR pene e ae Box Ne....... 
Gk res nes ces Zene...... PKS dondvicnss 


Note: The switch ef hair con be washed, redone, 
combed and curled, it will last a long time. This piece 
is worth the price alone. Try Everything. You can't lose. 
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PARIS AT 
A PRICE! 


aringly Sheer 
SHORTIE SET 
sown & Panties 


2.98 


complete set 
shable , 
yon ninon, 
ely with 

sieeves 
d ruffles 

s Black. 
es: 32-34, 
38, 40-42. 


Lace-lavished, French al- 
lure! 2-bar rayon tricot 
front — back and double 
crotch. Paris Black. Sizes: 
Small, Med., Large. 
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) 13 PLAl closed (Add 25¢ ! 





Please send me following: 
1-9423—SHORTIE GOWN and PANTY 
@ 2.98: How many Sizes... 
9890—BLACK LACE PANTIES @ 1.50: 
Sizes. 
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Success Requires Training! LEARN 


,_ AIR CONDITIONING 
and REFRIGERATION 
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FOR THE 


Aa WOMAN 
WANTS A BABY 


NERE’S NEW HELP! 


Any weman now gets her own special a ge when she will 
¢t likely called ADVIS¢A-GUIDI a Doctor’s won- 
ention called ADVIS-A GUIDE. ona ADVIS- 
DE (which is a purse-size automatic ppg aro 

shows yeu your own special days when you are fertil 
Most important — these special fertile days of yours are the 
oniy days when you will be most likely to conceive a child. 
you get these special fertile days of onsite and 
simply when you use ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Best o of all—Deoe- 
tors and the Church appreved and recommended ADVIS- 
A-GUIDE principle. Many women have told me their 
A} \-GUIDE has helped make their married life a 
ery happy time. Teme peo mam SF pen Reema ‘ou get 
with 100% money at cond tne peor 
and address with 35¢ in coins or ae When postman 
ors your ADVIS-A-GUIDE—sent you ina plain package 
d personal and a with simple instructions—pay 

n 5 plus posta, 's 400% 

tee: Use your ADVIS-A - GUIDE for 10 days. If you are ~ 

npletely satisfied—if you are not ited with the wa: 
ips you in your marriage relations—return it to me. tH 
send yeur full purchase price png back te you by air- 
ms You can save 42¢ postage by sending full mot 

‘ sh or money order or check when you write to me 
then | pay all pestage.) Write me personally. 


5. L. Fredericks, Director Dept 327 
BIRTH RESEARCH ’ 
1000 Sixth Ave., NEW YORK 18,N.Y.(0 BR. 
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By 
Jean Spence 
| ene HAVE BEEN many thrills in 


show business for me and my twin, 
Joyce. Unusual things happen often to 
twins. Like our being picked out of the 
Palladium Club chorus line by Jockey 
Gray in Cleveland just because we were 
twins. Gray encouraged the night club’s 
manager to feature us in any kind of 
dance we could do. That’s how the 
Spence twins as an exotic act were cre- 
ated. 

But perhaps the biggest thrill of all 
was being booked into the Apollo last 
year and finding Joe Loco’s mambo 
orchestra furnishing the music for our 
act. Thrilled? I can’t begin to tell you 
how thrilled we were. To really appre- 
ciate how we felt I’ll have to tell you a 
little bit about our act. 

Since 1947, Joyce and I have worked 
hard to polish up an act that is some- 
thing more than shake artistry, some- 
thing with real imagination, something 
with a chuckle now and then. Everyone 
seems to think our type of dancing is 
done to a blues theme and that’s that. 
First we worked up a routine to “Old 
Man River”—we used to do that bare- 
foot. Then we graduated to high heels 





and added “Solitude.” And then we 











































Dancing Spence Twins, who began careers 
in Cleveland, remember most the thrill of 
appearing on Apollo Theatre stage bill 





thought that a South American number 
would be popular because south of the 
border rhythms are riding high now. 

When we arrived in New York at the 
Apollo, we were expecting maybe just 
such a band to play for the four shows a 
day. We weren’t very happy about being 
back at the Apollo anyway because the 
time we were there before, we’d gotten 
black and blue , 
from gripping 
a floor that was 
too fast with 
wax. In other 
words we just 
weren't excited 
at all about this 
engagement. But 
when we found 
Joe Loco and his 
mambo band booked in with us, 
ecstatic. His 16-piece outfit is famous 
for its completeness of South American 
instruments and the fellows really know 
how to use them! 

We loved every minute of that week. 
We danced like never before, did tricks 
we didn’t think we could do! 











Joe Loco, whose mam- 
bo music thrilled 
Spence Twins. 





we were — 
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Great talkers, Walter. Winchell and disc Big picture role and national publicity came to Adams when he was selected to play 
jockey Joe Adams hold animated conver- fighter Husky Miller in Carmen Jones, starring Dorothy Dandridge and Harry Bela- 
sation at affair in Los Angeles. 


THE MAYOR OF MELODY 


Joe Adams, son of a Los Angeles fur- 


fonte (r.). He is most valuable property on L.A. station KOWL. 





niture salesman, was warned that he 
couldn’t find success in radio. But 
he now makes $30,000 a year. 


By Jim Goodrich 
E WAS A KID with a dream shin- 
ing out of his eyes, a beautiful 
dream. It was in his last year in high 
school—Jordon High, in Los Angeles. 
He confided in a teacher, told his dream. 
He wanted to be a radio announcer. He 
had it all figured out, too. He’d take 
public speaking, and then be prepared, 
so when he graduated, he could go right 
to a radio station and start announcing. 
The teacher looked at the boy, thought 
a few seconds, and then said, “Son, don’t 
waste your time taking public speaking. 
Take wood working, or shop—some- 
thing that will help you make a living. 
Because radio will never open the door 
to anyone of your race!” 

The kid was Joe Adams and he’ll soon 
celebrate his fifteenth year in radio. 
Radio not only opened the door to Joe 
Adams, but put out the red carpet for 
him, spread a banquet of life’s good 
things far surpassing those early, modest 
dreams of his. The door didn’t open 
magically by it- (Continued on Page 68) 
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MEN! Get This 


MNtade-loMautiie 


SUIT 


to Wear and Show 


without Paying 
One Cent! 


Free—Sample Kit Contains 
Over 150 Fabric Selections 


Yes, youcan choose thesuit you want—made 
to your own measure—and you don’t pay 
even one penny for it! Right now... mail 
the coupon for this big Sample Case and Out- 
fit containing more than 150 actual samples 
—sent FREE! Then show these sensational 
tailoring values to friends, neighbors, fellow- 
workers, others—and take their orders. You 
collect a BIG CASH PROFIT in advance, 
and KEEP IT—and in addition, you can 
get your own personal suits to wearand show 
without one cent of cost! 


No Experience — No Tailoring Knowledge Needed 
Simple instructions make taking measures easy — 
and we guarantee complete satisfaction or 
we refund the customer’s money. Just spare time 
may pay up to $30.00 in a day and personal suits 
.. besides. Or as a full time business your earnings 
“>; can bein the hundreds of dollars plus a big ward- 
robe of fine hat Don’ tmiss this opportunity! 
Mail the coupon n 
W. Z. Gi BSON, INC., Dept. X-664 
500 S. Throop Street, Chicago 7, anole 
: é : W. Z. GIBSON, INC., Dept. X-664 i 
mae y i 500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 
UP ~ Please rush ABSOLUTELY FREE the valuable Sample Case 
° $30 | N r D 3 Y with suit fabrics and style display. Include instructions, 
EVEN IN JUST SPARE HOURS! money-making plans and details for getting my own suits 
It’s easy! You showa far more complete selection | without paying one cent. 
f fabrics and styles than most stores. Youcan use 
ist spare time—or have your own big-profit tailor- | 
1g business without one penny > be Name 
ur own ay A hae your own neuro aoe =e | 
noney nd you can start at once. es y 
| ore mone —? smart, Cer pee > soa | Address 
ple case with complete equipmen' money- . 
|_mailng plang. Mail the coupon now. ——————— 
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Poetry 


LONELINESS 
Loneliness— 
A cold, bleak fog 
That moves toward its ultimate 
end— 
Which is despair. 


Loneliness— 

I can feel it moving in 

Quietly, insidiously, impregna- 
bly, inflexibly 

With the cold, grey mist 

Of dawn. 


The wind blows solemn dirges of 
misery 

And despair 

Against my window pane. 

The mist leaves circles of wetness 

Upon my aching forehead. 

Why am I lonely? 

Because my only happiness 

Has been wrenched from me— 

Unmercifully—Unfeelingly— 

Irrevocably, Irretrievably 

Without even a fleeting kiss 

Of goodbye; 

Because my only inspiration 

Has been torn from its roots— 

Torn from its niche in the wall 

Of my consciousness— 

Leaving only a bleeding heart 

And pain racked mind 

As proof 

Of its absence. 


Loneliness is a disease 
That has no cure— 
Except your nearness, 
My love. 


Come to me, my wonderful one— 
Come— 
And dispel this torturing fog 
That permeates my being. 
Hold me— 
And kiss me— 
And tell me— 
I shall never be lonely 
Never—be—lonely 
Again. 
—Rosemarye Washington 


YOUR KISSES 


How many of your kisses 
Do I want 
To make my night complete 


Just one 

And one, 

And one, and one, 

Until the morning sun 
Comes forth and whispers 
To the moon: 

Your time is done, 
Begone .. . begone. 


—Bertal Gedmanal 
— 
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Of Love 


FOILED! 


A sob, a sigh, 

A sad goodbye, 

An end to all my dreams; 

I sit and cry, 

And wonder why 

You’ve ruined all my schemes. 


A letter or two, 
Received from you. 
Then came news of your wedding. 
You tricked me, too— 
I meant to jilt you! 
These are tears of chagrin I’m 
shedding! 
Eino H. Johnson 


WISHES COMING 
TRUE 


They say if you hold a buttercup 

Close under your chin, like this, 

The brighter it glows, so legend 
goes, 

The fuller your wedded bliss. 


That if ever the leaves in your 
teacup 

Form stars as they sometimes do, 

You’ll marry a man with flash- 
ing eyes, 

And a heart that’s bold and true. 


And whenever you see a shooting 
star 
Fall flaming into the sea, 
I’m sure it means that someone 
else 
Has fallen in love like me. 
—Maurice J. Ronayne 


L’ENVOI 


Before we go, with feigned relief 

Pause as we turn, at last, the 
final leaf 

And end the book— 

Before old lusty Past adds to his 
shelves 

This Great Adventure written by 
ourselves 

Turn back and look. 


Love was ours, a mateship that 
was a creed 

Inspiring every thought and 
word and deed 

Counting no cost. 

Ready with unstimting hand to 
give 

Not loan. What life is there to live 

After what we’ve lost. 

—Penny Wright 
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same way professional 
models do with Black and 
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White Cold Cream. 35¢ each 
skin feels softer. 
@ For face powder that 
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DISCOVER THE SECRET 
OF A PERFECT FIGURE 


discover front zipper 
4’n1 Shape-0-Lette 


At last you can have the perfect 
figure you’ve always longed for. Yes, 
one garment Shape-O-Lette gives 
you: a beautiful uplift, an alluring 
decollete and a really tiny waist. 
Gone forever are unwanted bulges 
and rolls of fat. Yet you never have a 
moment’s discomfort. The convenient 
full-length front zipper makes 
Shape-O-Lette easy to get into. 
Lastex action-back for firm support. 1. plunge bra 
And imagine Shape-O-Lette costs 
only 5.95, the price ofalonglinebra 4 

alone. Removable, adjustable straps. es 
For proper fit, state bust size. 


WILCO FASHIONS, Dept. TF-232 
Rockville Centre, N. Y., N. Y. 


send SHAPE-O-LETTE C.O.D. 

(C0 I'll pay $5.95 plus postage 

(CD I enclose $5.95, you pay postage 

size. color__2nd choice. 
nylon (J rayon satin [) 

name (print) 

address (print) 


city zone___state. 














WHITE PINK BLUE BLACK 
A cup, 32-38 B cup, 34-40 C cup, 34-42 
SEND NO MONEY—10 DAY FREE TRIAL 
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Even sultry singer Eartha Kitt seems 

to be puzzled about her romanee® 

with Summy Davis. Jr., in this studio 
scene, : 


VER SINCE EVE first made eyes at Adam, all the 

world has had a weak spot for lovers. And when 
the romance blossoms between two nationally-known fig- 
ures whose every move can be charted through the 
press by residents in Hollywood or Big Stick, W. Va., 
with the same ease as keeping an eye on a next-door 
neighbor, so much the better. 

Thus, when word began to travel a year ago that two 
of the most promising young stars in the entertainment 
firmament were getting that certain glow, the public 
caught its breath happily, and smiled with hopeful ex- 
pectancy. The romantic leads: a sultry singing sensation 
named Eartha Kitt, who had captivated New York night 
clubbers and was then stealing the show in the musical 
New Faces, and brilliant young entertainer Sammy Davis, 
Jr., a singer-dancer-musician whose nimble wit and voice 
could take on the growl of actor Lionel Barrymore or 
the golden velvet of crooner Billy Eckstine, plus almost 
anybody else in sight or mind. 

The Kitt-Davis romance was launched- news-wise in 
typical big league fashion. First the gossip columnists 
whispered little nuggets; the papers then opened up their 
news columns; and finally the national magazines stepped 
in and grabbed the ball. By then the public was caught— 
hook, line and sinker—in a delightful anticipation that ac- 
companied Cupid on his rounds with Eartha and Sammy. 

But what most of the public didn’t know (except for 
some two million who had read a portion of the Kitt 


memoirs in Ebony magazine) was that Sammy was really 
that nice young boy next door while Eartha was a heart- 
breaker from way back. 

Whatever interest Sammy may have had in girls before 
he caught hold of the Kitt merry-go-round was inconse- 
quential. But the lady known as Eartha had left a big, 
broad trail of busted romances through more of Europe 
| than the average American can find on the map. Whether 
she ever for any length of time bestowed her exciting 
presence upon anyone who could not count up to a mil- 
lion in his very own dollars is not a matter of record. 
What the record does show is a string of European royalty 


A tremendous talent, Sammy Davis, Jr., suffered loss of left 
eye in California automobile accident in fall. On hearing of 
accident, Eartha reportedly collapsed. 











and sophisticated. 





yund financial standing and such 
dred economic spirits as Belgian steel 
illionaire Michelle De Merbe, boy- 
der thespian Orson Welles, young 
maire John Ryan, and others too 
imerous and too wealthy to mention. 
Perhaps thereby hangs the tale of 
it happened to the mysterious Eartha 
‘Sammy Davis romance. 
Mysterious” qualifies as the proper 
| for the young couple’s affair be- 
se, though often seen together in pub- 
and frequently exchanging gifts, 
nmy and Eartha could never seem to 
» agree publicly on whether they 
e meant for each other or not. 
oon after they met, while both were 
ng engagements in San Francisco 
lecember, 1953, the pair began dat- 
When the new year dawned, Sammy 
y gave the word. 
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(’m in love,” sang the young enter- 
to reporters, indicating he was 
for the preacher. 

yught face-to-face with such bland 





ng cheek-to-cheek, Eartha and Sammy 
to be happy lovebirds—but later 
laimed it was all a publicity stunt. 





Eartha, product of a share- 
ropper’s farm, has learned 
like her men filthy rich 




















Taal ierteheo for 


Eartha, according to recent reports, is Arthur Loew, scion of a 












wealthy Hollywood family. When Eartha flew from Chicago and Mrs. Patterson to spend 
November weekend with him, gossip tongues wagged from coast to coast. 


exuberance, the worldly Miss Kitt stepped 
out of her red-hot and sizzling stage sul- 
triness into an armor of ice. Said she 
airily: “This is my private life. I have 
no statement at all.” 

But while Eartha poured cold water 
on this romance with one hand, she 
heaped the kindling wood high on the 
fire with the other. She and Sammy 
were photographed dining, dancing and 
flirting coyly in her dressing rooms. She 
gave him cuff links; he presented her 
with a stuffed panda; somebody gave 
somebody a ring. When the pair was 
found dancing cheek-snug-to-cheek in a 
Hollywood night club early last year, 
Eartha still was not talking, Sammy was 
still in love, and neither were denying 
the widespread rumor that they would 
marry in June. 

Sadly enough, when orange blossom- 
time rolled around, the romance that had 
been launched on thousands of newspa- 
per words had somehow bitten the dust, 
and Eartha was not among the fresh 
June brides. What had gone wrong? 
Well, admitted the couple, it was all a 
press agent’s stunt to begin with. They 
had truly become good friends when they 
met, but somewhere early in the play 
the publicity magicians wrote a love 
scene, and the young troupers had car- 
ried it out. 

Explained Eartha in Detroit: “It was 


all a press agent’s joke. But Sammy is 
a great guy in my book.” 

Sammy agreed later in Chicago that 
the press agents had written the script. 
“But,” said Sammy, “somewhere along 
the way they started making me the 
heavy in the piece.” Thus, the show was 
apparently over. 

Yet, few in the audience who had 
viewed the romantic drama—either first- 
or second-hand—felt gyped, for few be- 
lieved there had not been some real, live 
love interest in the clinches. Especially 
since even after the obviously weary 
breakup of the true-or-false romance 
Sammy and Eartha continued to be 
friendly. 

This cat and mouse game they seemed 
to be playing set tongues a-wagging en- 
ergetically as late as last October when 
both found themselves playing Chicago 
dates. Eartha was drawing the critic’s 
praise for her acting debut as a 15-year- 
old girl in Mrs. Patterson when Sammy 
came to town to play the Regal Theater. 
No sooner had he arrived than the couple 
to get together. Eartha visited him—on 
more than one occasion—at the theater, 
and Sammy took her to dinner. 

“Ah!” sighed the public in antici 
pation. 

“Nuts,” replied Sammy shortly there- 


after. (Continued on Page 78) 




















A teen-age blues singing star. 
Little Esther stood on thresh- 
old of biggest triumphs when 


dope threw her for an awful 


fall. 


WAS A VICTIM OF DOPE. just at 

the time when | appeared to be going 
places in show business as a teen iged 
singer of blues I ipped by a strong 
addiction for drugs. | lost all sense of 
equilibrium and got to the point where 
| didnt care what happened lo my Ca- 
reer. | was a junkie, out and out 

While on dope. | suppose | sank to as 


low an ebb as a (Continued on Page 76 








His eyes glittered bricily. then he pulled 
me fiercely to him and forced his lips 
onomine... slowly thames began con- 
Suming my being and I clung to him 
desperately... 


a 


WAS TIME for me to start cooking so, I bumped against the cocktail table, 
n’s dinner, but this was one day _ knocking over a half-filled glass of cold 
didn’t feel up to it. It was a hot lemonade and an ash tray filled with 

y, and the heat inside our little butts of cigarettes I had been chain- 
ent was stifling. To make matters smoking. 
I felt terribly discontented, empty “Oh, what a mess!” I thought to my- 
ad nothing more exciting to look _ self. Another bit of drudgery. I had to 
1 to than the usual housewifely clean it up! 
ry and the coming-home of an I went to the kitchen to get a cloth, 
ing husband who was contented dustpan, and broom. I had begun to 
he middle way of life, a modest dampen the cloth at the sink, when the 
eat, sleep, and work. telephone rang insistently back in the 
I had to do it, so [’d just as living room. I dried my hands, rushed 
t on with it, whether I liked it back to answer it. But just as I reached 
Wearily I threw aside the maga-_ the phone and placed my hand on the 
id beerf reading, got up from the __ receiver it stopped ringing! 
om sofa, stretched. As I did “Oh, drat it all,” I muttered to my- 


— ll -*" 4 . . 
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self angrily as I slammed the receiver 
back on the hook and hurried back to 
the kitchen. In my haste and anger, | 
forgot that the glass was still on the 
floor, where it had rolled when I knocked 
over the cocktail table. Somehow I man- 
aged to step right on it; it slipped out 
from under the pressure of my foot, and 
the next thing I knew the floor was 
rushing up to meet me. Then—all was 
black. 

I awoke with a delicious feeling of 
being soothed by soft, firm hands, and 
enjoying a sharp, masculine odor in my 
nostrils. When I opened my eyes, | saw, 
fuzzily, the outline of a man. Thinking 
that this was my husband, I asked, 





“What happened, Ken? Where am I?” 

A deep, husky masculine voice an- 
swered, “You tripped and fell, striking 
your head against the edge of this chair, 
so |—” 

To my horror, I realized that this was 
not my husband, but a perfect stranger, 
and there in my apartment, too. 

“Wha— Who are you? What are you 
doing here? Where is Ken?” I cried 
frantically to this stranger. Despite my 
fear I noticed that he was exceptionally 
handsome, equipped with a pair of shoul- 
ders that you could cry on for years. A 
bit frightened, yet angry, because this 
man was in my apartment I lashed out 
athim, catch- (Continued on Page 71) 


It’s been said that a good 
man is hard to find. 
Carolyn had a good man 
— a good husband who 


came home faithfully 


every night, but what 


she really wanted was 


one of the other kind. 
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For a moment, Nora’s eyes were 
hard, contemptuous. oe a 
smoke through her full, rege ee 
sweet lips, almost straight into 

my eyes, then asked: “Bi Cs 

the ete” 








LOOKED STRAIGHT into the cold, hard glint of Stella’s eyes and 


shouted at the top of my lungs the words which I knew and which she 


knew were a lie. 

“I did it for you, Stella! I did it for you!” 

A short while later the woman I had lived with for the last eight years 
walked out of my life. For the most part, they had been good years— 
the ones before I started leading a double life with double standards; the 
years before the corruption and Nora. 

Now the house was desperately empty and quiet. There were no voices 
or laughter; no warm, fragrant smells coming from the kitchen; no sounds 
of a woman puttering around the place, or of children at play. There 
was nothing about the house that made it seem a home. 

I walked over to the living room window where I had often stood before 
and looked as if peering into a mirror which held images of the past. 
Presently my mind wandered back to the last time I had stood there— 
only a few short days before—mulling over the dismal past. It was like 
a bad dream with my mind going back to that first day at the window. 
Back... back... F 

From my living room window I looked out at the rain falling ceaselessly 
from the cold, gray clouds that hung heavily like curtains across the 
darkened sky. It had been raining like this for days now, never getting 
any faster or any slower; no stopping and start- (Continued on Page 52) 












I don't know what Sammy 
thought when [ hung back. as I 
did. for he never mentioned it. 
But it was then he began to really 
drift away from me. 
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When she was six, Sue’s mother 
whipped her for playing with a boy. 
Always suspicious, her mother con- 
tinually accused her of things she 
hadn’t done. When Sue was found 
guilty—mother knew she was wrong. 


T= INSTANT I got out of bed it stirred—that 

awful sickness. I stumbled through the dark 
hall, fighting to get to the bathroom before the 
terrible nausea rose to my throat. I barely made it, 
barely closed the bathroom door and turned on 
water full force in the washbowl before the violent 
retching began. Even then, despite my physical dis- 
tress, my mental distress and my fear were far worse. 
If only the noise of the water rushing into the wash- 
bowl was loud enough to drown out the ugly sounds 
I was making, so Mama wouldn’t hear—wouldn’t 
discover my sinful secret! Not yet, please God! 
Not yet! 

Perhaps God did hear my agonized plea, for grad- 
ually the waves of nausea grew less violent, and 
finally ceased without the sharp rap on the bathroom 
door which I dreaded, for it would mean that Mama 
had heard me and knew what was wrong with me. 

Relief flooded through me as I turned off the 
water. I felt very weak, and trembly inside, but the 
sickness was over. Much more important, my secret 
was safe for another twenty-four hours. 

Wanly I snapped on the light and peered into the 
mirror over the washbowl. A frightened young 
face looked back at me—the face of a girl sixteen 
within whose body the seeds of another life had 
inexorably taken root. Tears brimmed in her wide 
brown eyesand slid down her (Continued on Page 62) 
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ERHAPS YOU’VE WONDERED what it’s 
like to be a prisoner, to be watched all 
the time, never free to come and go like other 
people. That’s something I can tell you about. 
I was eighteen and ever since I could remem- 
ber clearly, I felt that I’d been in jail. I'd al- 
ways been hemmed in, surrounded by people 


who were suspicious of me and who ques- 


tioned every move I made. 
That’s the way I had lived until Bob Wagner 
came into my life and it does bad things to 
you. It makes you bitter and mistrustful of 
everybody. Worst of all you begin to hate, and 
it eats into your soul until finally you’re not 
normal. You want to strike out and hurt every- 
body around out. 
I started my first jail sentence under the 
watchful eyes of my brother Albert. He was 
twelve years old when I was born. Accord- 
ing to him, my parents had spoiled me rotten. 
When I was five they were both killed in an 
accident. From then on Albert seemed ob- 
sessed with the idea that it was up to him to 
see that I walked the straight and narrow path 
for the rest of my life. He was taking a me- 
chanical engineering course in a trade school 


when Dad and Mother (Continued on Page 56) 
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Attractive Shirley McClure loved the lush life, and that included parties and a bevy of boy friends. One of them was Ted Withers, 
handsome, fair-skinned—and mean. While Eddie Vinson, the sax star who is shown here at party Miss McClure also attended, 


watched in horror, Withers brutally hacked her to death after an argument over money. 


By DAN 


A‘ 28, dimpled, brownskinned, attractive Shirley 

McClure was living the “life.” Behind her were 
two husbands and she faced a future with many other 
men she could toy with or pick and choose as the 


mood struck her. 

And at 28, she was but one of the many thousands 
of other Negro girls in the roaring nightlife jungles of 
Chicago where the living is always raw and where the 


BURLEY 


wits are whetted razor sharp in order to survive in a 
world where you sleep with one eye open. For Shirley 
McClure, Chicago provided that high-tensioned exist- 
ence that blends with the innate cravings of the restless 
soul for emotional and material satisfaction. 

This is a life shaded danger red. But some women 
love danger. Shirley McClure was one of them. She 
drank deeply of the cup of such danger, bleeding with 
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They say money is the root of all evil. 

Playgirl Shirley McClure loved it, never- 

theless. In the end it brought death at 
the hands of an evil man. 


accato action as it scoops up from the 
jualid slums and plush parlors of cas- 
ual or calculated sin a multi-typed flot- 
) and jetsam of big and little people, 
ung and old, male and female, all 
1ying a game none can win and whose 
1ole cards always fall from their lifeless 
sers at the end. 
All of them—everywhere on Negro 
1erica’s intricate maize of Blue Broad- 
1ys—have one thing in common: they 
idly believe they can beat the house. 
ne are greedy and they make a career 
acquiring money or real estate or 
» cars or costly wardrobes. Others 
icentrate on sex and go through life 
ing up new conquests for their stock- 
of hearts in either female or male 


ome women play it that way. They 
art with their first boy friends, inno- 
itly enough, keep them in the dark 
ile they meet and acquire new love 
rests. Pretty soon they’re spread 
t thin and involved in a never-ending 
e-around-the-rosie as they try to keep 
r men friends from bumping into one 
ther. 
[his fuel for the fires of jealousy 
etimes sparks a fatal flame as hap- 
ed that recent noisy Saturday night 
Shirley was checked out perma- 
tly by a meat cleaver in the hands 
1 discarded lover. 
was a bloody, horrible end for a 
who tried to call her own shots in 
eternal game of love. And it was 
er cards that she come to such an 
as another lover looked on. 
loday, blues-singing bandleader Ed- 
Mr. Cleanhead) Vinson may never 


be able to erase from his memory the 
searing, wild, primal shrieks of agony 
as his woman was being hacked to death 
before him by thin, fair-skinned hand- 
some Ted Withers, 25-year-old ex-con- 
vict and parking lot car hiker who 
believed Shirley had played him for a 
fool. 

Even case-hardened William Martin, 
Chicago’s veteran Negro deputy coroner, 
shuddered when he looked at her blood- 
drenched corpse which Withers had 
attempted to chop in twain “like you 
split a pig’s foot.” 

The strange story of involvement that 
brought tragedy into the lives of three 
persons began and ended with Shirley 


In Chicago, Deputy Coroner William Martin (l.) and police officers take testimony of 
witness in Shirley McClure hack-slaying murder case. Martin, who is familiar with 
all types of such cases, shuddered at the brutality of the McClure killing. 


McClure as the bright flame of attrac 
tion. It was in the cards she held per- 
haps that she would come to such a~ 
horrible end. However, there was no ~ 
indication in her past or present that 
she was headed for this dead end. She 
was blessed with the often-sought but 
seldom achieved talent for making 4 
friends. Under other circumstances and” 
in a different field, her personality,” 
charm, good looks and shapely figure” 
and intelligence might have helped her | 
make a worthwhile mark in the life she- 
might have lived. 

But when she came to the crossroads, 
she chose the one lined with the prim- 
roses and many (Continued on Page 80) 
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“ HOME SERVICE. 


< Bete 


’ MAGAZINE 


FREDA DeKNIGHT 
Home Service Director 


NE OF THE NICEST comforts of a home is its 
relaxing atmosphere that contributes so much to 
the peace and contentment of ‘gracious living. Home 
Iw we, need not be a swank mansion or a luxurious ranch 
Nip house, for any place can be called home if a person 
wants to make it one. Little boys like it for the express 
purpose of hiding their treasures in secret nooks and 
crannies: little girls have a wonderful time learning the 
homemaking arts first hand. and mom and dad beam 
with pride as they entertain their favorite bridge 
couple. So lets make February “Home Appreciation” 
month and sit back and revel in the many ways happi- 
ness can be enjoyed at home. 


_—_ 
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ST FASHIONS in accessories this season are the lively-colored wool 

ensembles for at home or street wear. New color tones in vibrant plaids 

please the eye as well as the soft, melting hues of brown and beige. 

sey is fast becoming one of the most popular fabrics for all-year fashion 

} ecause of its lightweight and great flexibility. From hats, stoles and 
outfits to smartly styled blouses, wool jersey accessories are keyed to play 
tant role in season-spanning wardrobes. Whether urbanite or suburbanite, 
ight for most occasions and will take the wearer delightfully through a 
clock schedule. Designers are well aware of its versatility and conse- 


othing shops are well supplied with wool jersey articles. Smartly styled, slim-cut Argyle knit wool 
jersey pants and matching jersey shirt J 


Heatherlane. Pam: cide pat $14: 


sd fr iy ag ) navy wool, jers 7c = Leads intel oriay iels'te 0 vie WC A 
which ties with @ self- , “striped border. The colors are repeated ‘in the long 
or back. By Me $, the , se = ) fringe. eee Mr end Dore 





















Head-hugging turban has slightly 
peaked crown, while the cloche 
has black grosgrain band, bow. 


Bright red wool jersey shrug jacket has 
draw string closing and sleeve ties. The 
neck band wraps around, forms back tie. 
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A woman’s hair need never show the silver threads of time if she uses Blensol Color 
Shampoo. Gray hair can be “washed” away quickly and easily with a single shampoo. 


NEW AIDS 
10 BEAUTY 


A new depilatory cream called “Pellex” 
safely removes unsightly hair from the legs, 
face,armsand underarms. Large tube, $3.00. 
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After the shampoo, the hair is soft and silky with lustrous 
highlights, and is easy to arrange. Two color shampoos come in 


A remarkable beauty aid is Westmore’s 
Party Puff, made by Hollywood’s famous 








e Paso: 


each package, and the cost is only $1.25. 


pwnd CARE and good grooming is a 24-hour-a-day 

job for the woman who takes pride in always looking 
her best. There are many shortcuts to beauty that will save 
precious minutes, and the end results are truly amazing. 
Good looks won’t improve by themselves, but with the help 
of a few beauty secrets the job can be made much easier. 
Every smart girl has an established beauty routine that she 
follows diligently morning, noon and night. In many cases 
it is also wise to try new beauty aids that will make their 
contribution felt in all the areas of good grooming. Today’s 
concept of beauty calls for help from any angle that im- 
proves the appearance of women. On these pages are dis- 
played valuable “beauty aids” that will help to produce a 
prettier you. 





Westmore brothers. 


To guarantee personal daintiness, make the use of “Mum Mist” 
a daily habit. It sprays on easily, acts quickly and gives 
absolute protection. Comes in 59¢ and 98¢ sizes. 


All travelers will welcome “Quettes,” the 
scented cannon face cloths in tiny pellet 


form, made by Q. W. Laboratories. 

























Women who shampoo their own hair will 
rave over the Oster Airjet portable hair 
dryer. Small in size, it blows hot or cold. 


A liquid spray called “No-Time” cuts hair- 
drying time in half. Just spray it on after 
shampooing. Made by Mil-Hi Laboratories. 
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ee THINGS happen 

when a woman adds bangs to her 
hairdo, for they are the nearest thing 
to a universal cure-all in the hair dress- 
ing world. Whether the face is too plump 
or too thin, or the forehead too high, 
bangs have something to offer you. Short 
bangs cut as close to the hairline as pos- 
sible give an illusion of height to the 
face. This works wonders for the per- 
son with a full, fat face who likes to wear 
bangs. The face is also made to look 
longer if bangs are cut at a slight angle 
instead of full across the face. 

Much depends on individual facial 
proportions when it comes to styling and 
cutting bangs the right length. If the 
forehead is very high or very low, the 
bangs will probably vary in length from 
one-half to one and one-half inches. 
Women will wear their hair slightly 
longer this year and bangs will help to 
give a balanced look. The length of the 
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hair will be no longer than the tip of the 
ears or top of the collar at the back 
of the neck. The idea is to achieve a 
free-flowing, graceful look, unlike the 
cropped, ragged-edged hair styles of last 
season. As casual as these coiffures are, 
they have the elegance and effortless 
look of exquisite grooming. There are 
many, however, who still feel that short 
hair suits them much better and will 
change only the front of their hairdo 
by adding suitable bangs. 

Although bangs are comparatively 
easy to keep neat and smooth-looking 
with a minimum of care, they do need 
a weekly trimming to be kept in shape. 
Often as not this weekly clipping can be 
accomplished in a matter of minutes. 
However, a word of warning: don’t be 
careless and snip an uneven line. Scrag- 
gly, uneven bangs with a hacked appear- 
ance are unbecoming unless they are 
meant to be cut in such a manner. 





Bangs can be cut and styled to fit any type 

face, no matter what the problem. This 

year’s moderately longer hair styles lend 
themselves to long, smooth bangs. 












Bangs are cut full and straight across the 
forehead to give the face an illusion of 
perfect proportion. This style will conceal 
a too high forehead. 
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The very short, tousled, care-free hairdo is 

still favored by many women. Bangs go 

equally as well with this hair style, but are 
cut in proportion to shape of head. 


In keeping with the smooth, neat look, 

bangs cut full across the face help to bal- 

ance this longer hairdo. To look their 
best, they require a weekly trimming. 


A soft casual coiffure features the longer 

hairdo with hair midway between the ear 

and topping the collar in back. Bangs 
give the uppearance of continuity. 




































Bean Goulash 


» chopped onion and I clove chopped garlic in % cup saled oil until wilted. Add 
yund beef; cook and stir until meat loses its red color. Stir in 1 10%-0z. can 
sed tomato soup, 4% cup sour cream, 3 cups cooked large dry lima beans (12 
ooked), 1 tbsp. Worcestershire sauce, 34 tsp. salt, Yg tsp. freshly ground black 
wer and heat gently until flavors blend, about 10 minutes. Do not boil. Serves 4. 
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Pork Chops with Spanish Tomato Sauce Spaghetti with Tomato Meat Sauce ce 
6 pork chops with salt, pepper and paprika. Brown Melt 2 tbsps. butter or olive oil in skillet. Add 1 lb. ground beef. A PP 

1 on both sides in skillet. Remove chops and add 1 Add 2 medium sized onions, chopped fine, and 1 clove minced _ 
iced onion, % cup diced celery, % cup diced green garlic. Stir in 1 No. 2 can tomatoes and 1 6-0z. can tomato paste. sauce 
d cook until tender but not brown. Add 1 No.2 can Season with 2 tsps. salt, 1 bay leaf, 1 tbsp. chopped parsley, and : 


l 


Ym tsp. salt, %4 tsp. sugar, %4 tsp. Tabasco, and 1 _ tsp. thyme, 2 tsp. Tabasco and | tsp. Worcestershire sauce. Simmer 
Place pork chops on top. Cover tightly and simmer until sauce thickens (30 minutes). Cook 1 8-oz. package spaghetti 
vutes until chops are tender. Serve with hot rice. and serve with the sauce. 














Almond Chicken with Rice 


Brown 4 cup blanched almonds in 1 tbsp. oil. Mash in skillet 1 clove garlic with 1 tsp. 
salt, Add 1 tbsp. oil and 1 cup diced, cooked chicken. Brown lightly. Add 1 tbsp. oil, 
1 cup cubed bamboo shoots, 2 cup sliced mushrooms, and brown. Add 2 tbsps. liquid 
from bamboo shoots and cover. Cook over low heat 5 minutes. Add Y cup sliced water 
chestnuts, 4% cup sliced celery and Y2 the almonds. Heat through. For gravy, shake in 
small jar 2 tsps. cornstarch, Y tsp. salt, Y2 tsp. sugar, 4 thsps. water, 4 thsps. soy sauce. 
Stir into mixture and cook until liquid thickens. Sprinkle with green onions and rest 
of almonds. Serve with rice. 


“ALL IN ONE” MEALS 


N ALL-IN-ONE DISH is another 

way of saying casserole cookery, 
however, the end result is just as satis- 
fying to hungry appetites. If you like 
good food, but are a little lazy or pressed 
for time when it comes to preparing a 
number of different dishes, then casse- 
roles will quickly and efficiently solve 
your problem. Most homemakers have 
their hands full caring for their families, 
with little time left for fancy culinary 
experiments in the kitchen. One of the 
best ways to get around this “time prob- 
lem” is to prepare labor-saving, quickie 
meals that require only a minimum of 
beforehand preparation and can be 
popped into the oven at a moment’s no- 
tice. In many instances the dishes or 
sauces can be fixed a day ahead of time 
and stored in the refrigerator or freezer. 


Let noodles, rice and spaghetti share 
the honors in one-meal dishes too. It 
takes only minutes to cook and serve 
piping hot with a delicious, piquant 
sauce. Quick one-meal dishes have the 
happy knack of making the simplest, 
least costly foods taste and look extra 
special. You can put a variety of foods 
in one dish, let them cook together to 
blend their flavors, then serve from the 
very same dish they are cooked in. Not 
only does this save time, but it also cuts 
down on extra cooking utensils. Many 
vegetable or meat combinations can be 
used in a one-meal dish, and it is an ex- 
cellent way to use leftovers. Served with 
a salad and hot bread or rolls, it is a 
complete meal. Best of all, these quickie 
meals can be made to suit every occa- 
sion, no matter how fancy the affair. 



















KREY. 
CHITTERLINGS 


... special cooking secret seals in 
natural flavor... removes odors! 


Already cooked in their natural 
juices...a tantalizing delight to 
enjoy in minutes... just heat and 
serve! Try Krey Chitterlings and 
Hog Maws today! 

In Cans—Ready to Eat! 









KREY PACKING CO. « ST. LOUIS 7, MO. 
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SEE HOW A LIGHTER, BRIGHTER COMPLEXION 
IMPROVES YOUR CHANCE FOR ROMANCE 


upid is dragging his feet as far as you 

e concerned, your complexion may be 
to blame. Is it dark and dull? Blotchy and 
»lemished? Then do something about it! 


Get NADINOLA now at your drug store 
r.toilet counter. See for yourself what 
illions have already proven about its 
wonderful bleaching and clearing action. 
‘ee how it gives your skin that creamier, 
brighter, clearer appearance that makes 
nen look at you with new interest—and 
2uses women to exclaim, ‘“‘How lucky 


FOR OILY SKIN 
New Nadinola De Luxe 
is non-oily, 
greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens 
shine. 75¢ and $1.25 





FOR DRY SKIN 

ihe original, famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream 
is enriched with fine 
osmetic oils. 75c and $1.10 





she is to have such lovely, light skin!” 

NaDINOLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 

There are 2 kinds of NapDINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both guaranteed to satis- 
fy you completely or money back. Get 
NADINOLA today! NaDINOLA, Paris, Tenn, 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


JUST ONE JAR will make your 
complexion brighter and lovelier! 








Train Now to Be a Practical Nurse 





Low Monthly 
Payments 


Let us show you how you can study 
in your spare time to prepare for 
employment in this honored calling. 
Time to finish depends entirely on 
your ability. Ages 18 to 55. 


Nurses are greatly needed. Our graduates are in demand. 


WAYNE SCHOOL OF PRACTICAL NURSING 





No Extra 
Charges 
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AYNE SCHOOL OF PRACTICAL NURSING 
5 SHEFFIELD AVE., DESK EX-45, CHICAGO 14, ILLINOIS 


send me complete information about your course in Practical Nursing. 
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ADDRESS ee whats 
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Olive Ham Noodle Supper 


Cut 1 cup ripe olives from their pits. Cook 
1 6-0z. package noodles until tender. Melt 
3 tbsps. butter and blend in 3 tbsps. flour. 
Add 2 cups milk, 1 tsp. salt, 1 tsp. Worces- 
tershire sauce, lg tsp. pepper. Cook and 
stir until thick. Blend in 1 cup grated 
American cheese, olive pieces and I cup 
diced, cooked ham. Add hot drained noo- 
dles and mix well. Bake ir greased bak- 
ing dish in moderate oven 20-25 minutes. 
Garnish with rive olives. 


a 





Tomato-Lima Bean Casserole 
Melt 3 thsps. butter in saucepan. Add 1 
cup Chopped onion and cook until tender. 
Add 2 tbsps. flour, 1 tsp. salt, ¥g tsp. pep- 
per. Pour in 1 No. 2 can tomatoes and 
cook until thickened. Add 1 No. 2 can 
lima beans (drained), and 1 cup diced 
ham. Heat. Turn into a 1% qt. casserole. 
Butter 16 1%-inch bread rounds, or 1% 
cups soft bread crumbs. Place in a border 





around casserole and bake in a hot oven 
(425°F.) 10 minutes until bread is brown. 
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Noodle Shrimp Curry 
Melt 3 tbhsps. butter in saucepan; add 1 
medium chopped onion, and Y2 cup 
chopped green pepper. Cook until onion 
is tender. Add 1 No. 2 can tomatoes, 1 
6-0z. can of tomato paste, Y% tsp. sugar, 4% 
tsp. salt and 1 tbsp. curry powder. Simmer 
until sauce is thick (20 minutes). Add 
2 5-oz. cans drained shrimp. Simmer 5 
minutes longer. Cook 1 8-o0z. package of 
noodles. Turn noodles into a serving plat- 
ter and top with the sauce. 





Rice Meal In A Dish 
Slice 4 onions and I green pepper, cook in 
3 thsps. butter 5 min. Peel and stem 6 
ripe tomatoes, fill with cooked rice, place 
in deep buttered casserole. Add a layer of 
rice, onion mixture, then grated cheese 
around tomatoes. Dash with salt, pepper, 
paprika and brown sugar. Repeat until 
dish is full. Whip 1 cup sour cream and 2 
beaten eggs and pour over top. Bake at 
350°F. 30 minutes. 














Staff Nurse Phyllis J. Hill says: 
“My specialty is child care. 
For healthy babies, feed 


Practically the whole subject of Mrs. 


Hill's life is children! She not only 
has two of her own...she’s also Staff 
Pediatrics Nurse at Kansas City’s 
Wheatly Hospital, which means she 
has cared for hundreds and hun- 


dreds of others! 


“I know from experience Carnation 
is the most nourishing form of milk 
you can buy,” says Mrs. Hill. “The 
safest and the most digestible, too. I 
raised my own babies on Carnation. 
I recommend it wholeheartedly.” 
Leading baby specialists recom- 
mend Carnation, too. Actually, 8 out 
of 10 mothers who feed a Carnation 
formula say: “My doctor recom- 


mended it.” 


Mrs. Hill says: 





“MAKE THIS FLAVOR DISCOVERY” 


When you start your baby on Carna- 
tion, you may have some left over after 
preparing the formula. Here’s your 

rfect opportunity to see how much 

tter coffee tastes when you cream it 
with Carnation...and to discover the 
richer flavor Carnation gives cream 
soups, gravies, mashed potatoes, 





= 





arnation 


EEN pm, 
easy 
1 ee 






EVAPORATED 


MILK 


© creased - Home 










cheese sauce, 
casseroles, 
cream sauce 
—all your rec- 
ipes that call 
or milk! 


“from 
Contented 
Cows”’ 


To Yo o 


WORLD'S LEADING BRAND OF EVAPORATED MILK! 
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Carnation. 











MRS. PHYLLIS J. HILL 
Pediatrics Supervisor 
Wheatly Hospital 

Kansas City, Missouri 







Mrs. Hill sees her girls, Valerie Jean 
(left) and Nedra Yvonne, off to 
school. She says nothing “starts her 
day with a smile” like a cheerful cup 
of coffee-and-Carnation! 





At the Wheatly Hospital in Kansas 
City, Nurse Phyllis Hill gives a baby 
his Carnation formula, as prescribed 
by the doctor. Mrs. Hill reports the 
infant is doing fine! 





“I’ve always used Carnation to im- 
prove cooking and baking,” says Mrs. 

ill, “and recently I discovered it 
even whips!” Now we enjoy whipped 
Carnation toppings all the time.” 
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new mother 


The love that makes a doll her baby ie 
the beginning of motherhood for a little 


girl... the start of love-giving that 
will make her strive and fight for the 
security of those she loves as long as 


she lives. 

The security that springs from love 
is the very heart of our living. It is a 
privilege known only in a country such 
as ours. where men and women are free 
to work for it. 

And when we-live up to this privilege, 
we also best take care of our country. 
For the strength of America is in its 
secure homes all joined together in a 
common security. 

Let America’s security be found in 
your home! 





Saving for security is easy—on the Pay- 
roll Savings Plan for investing in 
United States Savings Bonds. 

This is all you do. Go to your com- 
pany’s pay office, choose the amount 
you want to save—a couple of dollars 
a payday, or as much as you wish. 
That money will be set aside for you 
before you even draw your pay. And 
automatically invested in United 
States Series “‘E’’ Savings Bonds 
which are turned over to you. 

If you can save only $3.75 a week on 
the Plan, in 9 years and 8 months you 
will have $2,137.30. 

U.S. Series “E” Savings Bonds 
earn interest at an average of 3% per 
year, compounded semiannually, when 
held to maturity! And they can go on 
earning interest for as long as 19 
years and 8 months if you wish. 

if you want your interest as current 

income, ask your banker about 3% 

Series “‘H’’ Bonds which pay interest 

semiannually by Treasury check. 


The l S. Government does not pay for 
thie advertisement. It is donated by 
this publication in cooperation with th 
Advertising Council and the Magazine 


Publishers of America. 














O ONE EVER DIES from a cold. 
The usual story is a few days of 
discomfort and perhaps incapacitation 
for a short while followed by complete 
recovery. Because this happens most of 
the time people are very apt not to take 
a cold seriously. In fact it is a popular 
subject for jokes. However simple a cold 
may be considered, it is nevertheless the 
spark starting many illnesses that may 
cause death or a life handicapped with 
invalidism. If one made a list of all the 
diseases that may be and have been ini- 
tiated by an ordinary cold it would be 
impressive and a little frightening. It 
would, however, teach the important les- 
son that a cold should never be neglected 
but that it must always be thought of as 
the portal of entry for a serious disease. 
Why is it that some people have one 
cold after another while others have only 
an occasional mild infection? Why do 
some people develop severe complica- 
tions after a cold and others recover 
quickly and completely? The usual an- 
swer is that some people have a high 
resistance while that of others is low. 
But this is begging the question because 
no one knows what “resistance” consists 
of. You might as well say low resistance 
is when a person easily develops a cold 
and complications. And that a person 
easily develops a cold and complica- 
tions because his resistance is low. This 
is a good example of reasoning in a 
circle and gets us nowhere. In fact, doc- 
tors haven’t the least idea of what high 
or low resistance is. There is no test or 
measurement to express it. We have the 
idea that rest, good nutrition, and hy- 
gienic living increase it but we would be 
hard put to it if we had to prove it. Some 
of the healthiest people, by ordinary 
standards, have frequent colds and are 
as likely to die from a complicating 
pneumonia or tuberculosis and other 
serious diseases as seemingly unhealthy 
people. 
This article concerns one of the com- 
mon complications and sequelae of a 
cold that leads to a provoking handicap. 


A Little Cold 
Is A Dangerous Thing 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 
Author of “The Biology Of The Negro” 





It would be a pleasant task if informa- 
tion could be given on how to prevent it. 
This is impossible because present medi- 
cal knowledge does not permit it. On the 
other hand there is considerable infor- 
mation about what can be done after it 
develops. 

Sinusitis and the related middle-ear 
disease are the result of two factors, first, 
a cold as an infection caused by a germ 
and, second, the anatomy of the head 
which is such that it invites these com- 
plications. 

If you had the courage to closely ex- 
amine a human skull you would find that 
the bones of the face are not as solid as 
they seem. They have many hollow 
spaces within them called sinuses. One 
large pair, called the maxillary sinuses, 
are in the area of the cheeks. The frontal 
sinuses, also relatively large, are in the 
forehead region. Then there are the 
ethmoid and sphenoid sinuses, usually 
smaller in size, located back of the nose 
and throat. You will also notice that 
there is more to the ear than the two 
flaps attached to the side of the face. 
The important part of the ears consists 
of two tubes, one on each side of the 
skull. These tubes are divided into three 
parts—an outer part that we can see 
easily in the living person and where ear 
wax plugs occasionally interfere with 
hearing, a middle portion where hearing 
actually occurs, and an inner portion 
that has nothing to do with hearing. All 
of the sinus spaces in the skull can be 
seen to communicate with the nose and 
throat through openings in the bone. 
The middle ear also opens into the back 
of the nose through a long tube called 
the eustachian tube. These are important 
facts to remember. An equally important 
fact to know is that these sinuses and 
the middle ear lie very close to important 
organs—the brain, the eyes, large blood 
vessels, and large nerves. 

In life the sinuses and the middle ear 
are lined on the inside with the same 
kind of tissue that lines the nose, throat 
and mouth. We call this tissue a mucous 
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membrane. Any disease affecting the mu- 
cous membrane of the nose and throat 
can also affect the mucous membrane of 
the sinuses and middle ear. 

As common as the cold is no one 
krtows what causes it. The prevalent 
theory is that it is a virus infection. A 
virus is a germ that differs from bac- 
teria. We can see bacteria with a micro- 
scope and they can be grown in a test 
tube. A virus cannot be seen nor can it 
be grown in a test tube. We only know 
that it exists by what it does. While the 
current theory is that a cold is caused by 
a virus the proof is not at all conclu- 
sive. 

Whether or not the primary cause of 
a cold is a virus we do know that true 
bacteria sooner or later take over. We 
call these “secondary invaders.” It is 
believed that these secondaxy invaders 
cause most of the harm from a cold. 


E HAVE SEEN that the sinuses 
communicate with the nose and 
throat and that the mucous membrane of 
the nose and throat follows right into the 
sinuses. Therefore, a germ infecting the 
mucous membrane of the nose and throat 





Listerine Antiseptic 
Stops Bad Breath 4 Times 
Better Than Tooth Paste! 
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Germs—The Major Cause of Mouth Odor 

Far and away the most common cause of bad breath is fermentation, 
caused by germs, of proteins which are always present in the mouth. 


Research shows that your breath stays sweeter longer, the more you 
reduce germs in the mouth. 


also infects that of the sinuses. Conse- 
quently with every cold there is also a 
sinusitis. We know to our sorrow that 
most colds are accompanied by a run- 
ning nose due to an increased secretion 
of the mucous membrane. This increased 
secretion also occurs in the sinuses but 
the fluid is at once discharged into the 
nose and throat through the openings. 

In most instances of a cold there is 
not much to indicate that the sinuses are 
affected. The tight painful feeling in the 
face and head are indications of it. The 
symptoms are not severe because the 
drainage of excessive fluid is adequate. 
Occasionally the mucous membrane lin- 
ing the openings from the sinuses be- 
comes so swollen that the openings are 
closed. Then the trouble begins. The 
extra fluid cannot get out, it turns into 
pus, and all the painful symptoms vic- 
tims of sinusitis know so well begin. 
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Listerine Antiseptic Kills Germs by Millions 


Listerine Antiseptic kills germs by millions on contact. Test after 
test has shown than even fifteen minutes after gargling with Listerine 
Antiseptic, germs on tooth, mouth, and throat surfaces were reduced 
up to 96.7%; one hour afterward, as much as 80%. 


No Tooth Paste Kills Germs Like This. . . Instantly 


Tooth paste with the aid of a tooth brush is an effective method 
of oral hygiene. But no tooth paste gives you the proven Listerine 
Antiseptic method— banishing bad breath with super-efficient germ-killing 
action. As a result, Listerine stops bad breath 
instantly, usually for hours on end. 
No tooth paste offers proof like this of killing 
germs that cause bad breath. 






it 
it 


it 





The same story happens in the middle 
ear. In a cold the infection nearly always 
travels to the middle ear by way of the 
eustachian tube. If this tube stays open 
then the ear infection subsides as the 
cold subsides. But let the tube stop up 
then we have a nasty situation on hand. 

Pus has a way of forcing an exit from 
where it is confined. If it is not relieved 
fromthesinuses (Continued on Page 80) 











Look fer Listerine Antiseptic in the 


“FAMILY MEDICINE CHEST TIME”’ 
display at your favorite store. 
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LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC 


the most widely used antiseptic in the world 

















Be a Trained Diesel Man 


' @e places with DIESEL! Farms, fac- 
series, gmt oa, ioe, hi, trucks, 
wes Diesen. WER all need 


— pase trained men! a can start train- 
— ing at home, spare time, with tested, proved 
UEI training. Course includes seetieal 
work on Diesel engines under in- 
* he operation, main- 
tenance, servici ing of all wee of Diesel 
engines, PLUS Scientific Motor Tune-up. 
ACT Now! BiesEL! High Scho h Bebe i Poiplos 
t+) pee 00! 
essary. Write now for F NING POWER 
IN DIESEL.” Act Today! 


MAIL WOW FOR FREE BOOK / 
UTILITIES ENGIN STITUTE, D OCH-+4 


EERING Dept. 
2521 Sheffield Ave., Chicage 14, (Founded 1987) ' 
O.K.! Rash, without obligation, FREE Book on DIESEL. 
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HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA 


You can earn a High School Diploma 
in your own home! Prepare yourself 
Sor 5 ater 5 ae ee brass 
in your spare time. . lo classes 

all materials furnt: ished. ,Cer- 
tified Val 

jed. 
WRITE TODAY FOR COMPLETE 
INFORMATION 

SOUTHERN STATES ACADEMY 


Box 144-X8 Sta. E, Atianta, Georgia 
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» STUDIO 7902- A « BRADLEY BEACH, N. J. 
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° Y Misses" Sizes 10 to 20 

@ Junior Sizes 9 to 17 

@ Women's Sizes 36 to 44 
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for Baby, too. LOW prices. 
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By Jane Walters 


@& ‘“LOTHES DON’T MAKE THE 

PERSON!” How often we have 
heard this timeless remark from old- 
sters and didn’t believe a word of it! 
“Granny-talk,” you retort, but no mat- 
ter how lightly or casually you take this 
statement, it still has a ring of truth 
behind it. Whoever originated it prob- 
ably profited by it as much as we hope 
you will. 

Clothes are vitally important and their 
need reaches far beyond the realm of 
mere protection. Without a doubt, 
clothes can set you up or pull you down, 
make you happy or make you blue-— 
personality-wise that is. 

Knowing that you are properly and 
attractively attired does more for a per- 
son’s confidence and morale than all the 
brains in the world. And clothes actually 
do wonders to help you gain this confi- 
dence and poise. Not only because they 
make you look and feel better, but be- 
cause they also help to insure group ap- 
proval which is what we all strive for. 

The importance of clothes is easily un- 
derestimated by parents and overly-esti- 
mated by teenagers, but there’s still more 
to a person than being a colorful clothes 
horse. 

First of all, clothes must be appropri- 
ate if the wearer wants to be well dressed. 
Remember the school character who usu- 
ally turns up at an informal shindig 
dressed to the teeth in all her finery? 
Calamity or ignorance, or just a case of 
not knowing what to wear at the proper 
time? There’s one in every school—the 
gal who overdresses most of the time. 
Her goal is to be glamorous and alluring 
but all she succeeds in doing is making 
herself a laughing stock among the stu- 
dent body. 

Boys are just as apt to do the same 
thing. If it isn’t a matter of overdressing, 
they are faced with the problem of being 
inappropriately clad. There’s a time and 
place for that famous athletic sweater— 


sure who wouldn’t be proud to own one 
—but they just don’t look right in the 
wrong place. Knowing what to wear, 
when and where, is not too difficult a 
task. In fact it can be great fun if tackled 
in the right manner. 

Remember, guys and gals, simplicity 
is the keynote of smartness—right for 
you, right for the oldsters. So it looks as 
if they knew what they were talking 
about all along. 

How many times have you gazed with 
blue-green envy .at Ethel Adams who 
looked right all the time and yet had no 
more money than you to spend on her 
clothes? Every time the occasion called 
for a different outfit she always managed 
to shift things together and turn out 
looking “pert as a pickle.” 

“She’s lucky,” you mumble to your 
nearest and dearest friend, yet grudg- 
ingly you admit that it must be more 
than luck. 

Or—take the skinny guy, Eddie Ma- 
son. He’s not only shorter than you, but 
he’s not even as handsome—but you 
can’t beat him dressing. Even with the 
few clothes he has he’s a better dresser 
than the guy with the dozens and dozens 
of changes. Now you realize that there’s 
more to dressing correctly than throwing 
on a few things and heading for the 
current shindig. 

In speaking of clothes, we are not 
particularly interested in fads or fash- 
ions but of good, sound clothes sense in 
general. Many teenagers make the mis- 
take of copying their dress habits from 
others. Fads are fun, but it’s so interest- 
ing to find a person with enough indi- 
viduality to stop being a conformist. 
There’s a vast difference between copy- 
ing and dressing to improve yourself. 
How many times have you sighed to 
yourself, “Now why didn’t I wear a dress 
like hers?”—or “I’m sure I’d look just 
as great in those red corduroy slacks as 
Jim does!” The (Continued on Page 79) 
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OHNNY, age 4, watched stonily as his 
young mother arrived home from the 
hospital with his little baby sister nestled 
in her arms. He followed mother and 
baby into mother’s bedroom. He stepped 
up beside the bed and took a long, hard, 
calculating look at the tiny girl. 

“That’s your little baby sister, John- 
ny,” the mother said with a proud smile. 
“Her name is Ann. Don’t you think she’s 
pretty ?” 

Johnny erased the smile from his 
mother’s face by wordlessly turning on 
his heel and walking out of the room. 
He hated little baby Ann! 

Although this young mother was hurt 
and puzzled, Johnny’s trouble is easy to 
explain. He was jealous! Little Ann was 
an intruder. She was a competitor for 
the affections on which he previously 
held a monopoly. He did not wish to 
share these affections, so he walked out, 
in anger, in young hate, to sulk, to 
brood, possibly to plan revenge. 

The point is this: happiness in the 
home is threatened when a new baby is 
presented to an older child who has not 
been prepared for the event. A parent 
who does not realize that a former child 
receives a terrible shock when suddenly 
presented a new sister or brother courts 
trouble. 

Many, perhaps most, children react 
favorably to the suggested program. The 
older child becomes deeply interested in 
the coming event. If, however, the older 
child is not won over, it may be wise to 
place him in a nursery where he will 
associate with several children. Some of 
them will be sure to have brothers and 
sisters, and he will begin to understand 
such family relationships. This should 


be done well ahead of the newcomer’s ° 


birth. 

Time is of essence in this program. A 
mother should be sure to tell the older 
child about her impending trip to the 
hospital and to acquaint him with the 
person, or persons, who will care for him 
in her absence. If he is to stay with 
relatives, it is best for the mother to stay 
there with him a few days before she 
goes to the hospital. Without this plan- 
ning and consideration, the period of 


Before the New Baby Comes 
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separation will be very difficult for him. 

Finally, there is the mother’s return 
home with the new baby in her arms, a 
sustained burst of pride in her heart and 
mind. Friends and relatives will greet 
her, peek at the baby, and dwell in 
“oohs” and “aahs” and coos. But if the 
mother is considerate of the older child, 
she will rein in her feelings, her show 
It is best 


not to have a large group of greeters on 


of affection for the newcomer. 


hand, for they invariably “fuss” over the 
new baby, giving the older child a “left 
out” feeling. If this cannot be prevented, 
or if the mother prefers not to prevent 
it, she may use this tactic: see that the 
older child is elsewhere when she returns 
home. Then after the “ceremonies” are 
concluded and she is settled, welcome 
him home with great affection. 

Johnny wasn’t a bad boy. His jeal- 
ousy was rooted in love. His reaction 
was natural. No one likes to be thrust 
aside in favor of another. And, he just 
wasn’t old enough to know that he 
couldn’t always be first. Thus, he saw 
in Little Ann a real threat to his position. 

Dr. Mary O’Neil Hawkins of the New 
York Psychoanalytic Institute graphi- 
cally illustrated Johnny’s position, in 
adult terms, when she said: “Imagine 
how you, as a wife, would feel if your 
husband brought a strange woman home 
with him and said, ‘I thought it was so 
nice having one wife that I decided to 
have another. Don’t be jealous. I love 
you as much as ever’.” 

It’s not hard to understand in those 
terms, is it? 

Fortunately, there are many ways in 
which the larger portion of this prob- 
lem can be solved. They only require a 
mother’s willingness to use them, consid- 
eration for the older child, and time. 

In the first place, the older child must 
be prepared for the newcomer’s advent. 
Explain to him (or her) as much as he 
can understand about the birth of a 
baby. This removes mystery and kindles 
a feeling of kinship to the newcomer. 

Make the older child feel that “baby” 
belongs to him as well as to the mother 
and daddy. Some parents go so far as to 


let the older (Continued on Page 61) 
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Time has a way of flying 
especially fast during 
baby’s first year. Seems 
only a couple of yester- 
days away that baby was 
no bigger than a minute 
... completely dependent 
on you. Now, suddenly, 
your darling is making 
| those first, stumbling steps at independence. 

Daring little feet—trying to “go it alone.” 
| Determined, but not very deft hands — 
reaching out for the whole world. These 
warming-up exercises represent proud mo- 
ments for you; real achievement for baby. 
| They’re part of the adventure of growing 

up... of learning coordination and control. 





| Mrs. Dan Gerber 








Further developments. Along about this 
time baby will probably be ready for 
another new adventure... more “grown-up” 
foods. Gerber’s Junior Foods fill the bill 
beautifully. For they have the tender, 
evenly-minced texture, tots with a few teeth 
can manage nicely. And they have the 
appealing, true-to-nature colors, the nat- 
urally good, true flavors that make the high 
chair set sit up and take notice. Fruits, 
Vegetables, Soups, Desserts—even Meats 
made from selected Armour cuts. 


Foot-loose. Toddler’s feet grow so fast, the 
life-span of socks is pretty short. Economy 
note: the new, stretchable nylon socks that 
| stretch to suit growing feet. Last for inches. 








New ... exclusive ... Gerber Baby Doll. 
A $3.75 value for only $2.00 and 12 Gerber’s 
Baby Food labels. All the charm of the 
famous Gerber Baby...captured in a 12” 
life-like baby doll. Completely safe, with 
soft, vinyl plastic head, rubber body .. . 
movable arms and legs. It drinks, wets, 
cries, sits up. Dressed in pint-size diaper 
and bib. Comes with nurser, Gerber’s Cereal 
play boxes, cereal dish and spoon. 


The Gerber Baby Doll is yours for only 
$2.00 and 12 Gerber’s Baby Food labels or 
Cereal box tops. Good only in U. S. A., its 
possessions and Canada. Mail to Gerber’s 
Baby Foods, Dept. TA2-5, Fremont, Mich. 
In Canada: Box 17, Toronto 18. Offer 
| expires Dec. 31, 1955. 
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Time Out For Cool Talk 


(Continued from Page 11) 


Ham (that’s Birmingham, Sam) boots me 
to that wild child, Eddie Castleberry, 
hose platter chatter over WJLD (6 to 8 
n the early freight) brings among some 
things, 1,500 letters every thirty 
nd not one is dirty, Gertie!) ... In 
Chicago, it’s my man, Daddy-O Daylie 
whaling with Pearl Bailey on his nightly 
spin over WGN ... And from Long Is- 
land, N. Y., to Niagara Falls, it’s Tommy 
Smalls who keeps alive as Dr. Jive and 
rings his bell over WWRL .. . In Pitts- 
burgh you just gotta dig cool Mary Dee 
ver WHOD .. . For twirlers preferred, I 
must pick upon WERD in Atlanta, Gee Ay 
both night and day) where Jockey Jack 
crazy from back! And nobody 
round can dig a town like Courier col- 
imnboy George F. Brown . . . Toast of 
the Coast is Santa Monica’s Joe Adams, 
tight as a bite with the beauty shop 
madams and chicks and cats as well over 
KOWL ... In St. Louis there are many, 
but the cats dig Chick Finney and cops 
works from Spider Burks on KXLW 
th the R & B that really rubs you... 
From Baltimore to the Eastern Shore it’s 
myth when you cop WITH it’s “Mood 
Man” Maurice the original “Hot Rod” 
th his stomps on the sod. 
TALENT PEEP SHOW: In latching on 
to the filmflick, Carmen Jones, you’ve gotta 
wise to the very cool and very pro- 
drummer, the inimitable Max 
Roach, switches the hides behind 
Pearl Bailey . . . Count Basie’s driving 
tenorman, Frank Wess, also blows those 
razy, mixed up, but soothing passages on 
Mute, a strictly long-hair deal . . . The 
cult is strong for the truly cool black & 
vhiters Billy Taylor and Don Shirley .. . 
lads do things on the goola that 
nly those with big souls and even bigger 
wig-flipping can dig . . . Spieling of cool 
inds, they’re making the big noise over 
dimpled Carmen McRae, the doughnut 
brown chirper from Brooklyn, who is final- 
ly getting the buildup she worked so hard 
in the days when she partnered with 
Irene (Teddy’s ex-wife) Wilson in writing 
mgs. She was in from the jump on Eddie 
Heywood, Jr.’s first plunge into the Har- 
em piano spotlight . . . John Birks (Diz- 
zy) Gillespie has dug back into the big 
band field with his new treatment of his 
old small combo hit, Manteca. Many side- 
men from Diz’s old big band returned for 
the recording session and now the Wild 
One will be touring with a big progressive 
tit... Recently at Chicago’s Roosevelt 
University, Dizzy fractured the cool among 
the students, with an impromptu progres- 
dance . . . Around Milwaukee and 
Cincinnati the new chirp queen is young 
Louise Herndon who can double for Pearl 
Bailey, looks, sounds and all . . . She went 


other 


gressive 
who 


These 


nto Ciney’s Cotton Club for two weeks, 
was held over for eight and is now set 
some wax dates. 


THE END 





Dealer In Dishonor 


(Continued from Page 29) 


ing; just a steady downpour. 

The weight of the burdened clouds 
seemed to hang around my own neck, and 
the rain might well have been the flowing 
of my own tears, but then, a man isn’t 
supposed to cry. 

What does he do when he realizes that 
in a few short months he has gone from 
honor to dishonor; that he has brought 
shame upon himself, his wife, his chil- 
dren? 

When had it all started? Even so soon 
it was a little hazy in my mind. I looked 
around the room for a clue. There was the 
big, 21-inch television set, an expensive 
present to my family. The rest of the fur- 
niture had been there a long time. Stella 
and I had agreed there was no need to 
worry about it until the kids were old 
enough to stop banging it up. 

There was the watch in Stella’s dresser 
drawer, a birthday gift from me. Once 
she had admired it in a store window with 
the same hopeless fascination with which 
she might have viewed a jeweled tiara. 
And then, on her twenty-sixth birthday, 
I brought it home and told her that its 
diamond-studded case hardly matched my 
priceless love for her. But now she didn’t 
even wear that watch. She despised it. 

Off in the kitchen was the deep freeze. 
I remembered what a time we had trying 
to make room to squeeze it into the little 
space there. The freezer was one of the 
things we could be proud of. It was really 
ours. It had come out of our budget. But 
it had also been the resting place of a 
lot of things that shouldn’t have been ours, 
not really. The pounds of thick steaks 
and hams and the endless gallons of ice 
cream. The boys were crazy about ice 
cream. 

I looked toward the garage. The car had 
cost a good thousand dollars more than 
the one we should have bought. Actually, 
we never should have been able to afford 
a new car at all. 

How could I have stooped so low so 
quickly? There must have been a reason, 
a better one than those I kept telling my- 
self. 

How long had it been now since I had 
been suspended from the police force? 
Maybe it was only yesterday. Maybe it 
was a year ago. The hurt of it was like a 
fresh wound. It must have been yester- 
day. The ache inside me had been there 
an eternity. It must have been a year ago. 

Actually it had been a week since I 
walked in and slumped into a chair as 
heavily as if I had been made of lead. I 

wanted to hide the awful shame. All the 
way home I had told myself I wouldn’t 
let Stella know. But when something has 



















gone wrong, it’s hard to fool a woman. | 
couldn’t fool Stella. 

At first I told her there was going to be 
a departmental shakeup and that some of 
the regular cops in my district were being 
laid off so that the investigators could work 
freely. I tried to let it go at that, but 
Stella poured me a drink and insisted that 
I tell the whole story. My cigarette shook 
between nervous lips as I talked. 

I finally told her that the investigations 
weren't just starting, and that the cops 
weren't just being sent home to stay out 
of the new district attorney’s way. We 
were suspected of graft and corruption, 
and under indefinite suspension, I ad. 
mitted. 

Stella was sure there had been a mis. 
take, that I was innocent and that the 
investigations would prove me so. 

“Why, Eddie.” she said, “you’re one of 
the best men on the force.” 

My record proved that. I had made 
more than my share of arrests and had 
been promoted steadily. Even now I was 
up for commendation for spotting two rob 
bery suspects on a dark street corner and 
arresting them after one had already got- 
ten the drop on me with a gun. I really 
risked my neck on that one. If my fist 
hadn’t been quicker than that thug’s 
hopped-up reflexes, I’d have been six feet 
under now. 

That wasn’t the first time I’d_ braved 
danger though. I’d done it plenty during 
the war. That was one of the reasons it 
was so easy for me to get a job as a 
policeman. I started out pounding a beat 
for forty-six bucks a week. Now I was 
riding in a squad car and making ninety. 
Or, at least, I had been before I got tagged 
as a crooked cop. 

In my neighborhood I had always been 
a respected man. People stopped to talk 
to me on the street. I joked with the 
butcher at the super market, kidded with 
the fellow at the cleaners and swapped 
tales down at the barber shop. The pastor 
at my church had spoken to me about 
taking over a Sunday School class. Only 
the constantly rotating hours of police 
work had kept me from doing it. 

Most of all, I had been a hero to my 
two sons, Bobby and Mike. Bobby was 
eight. He was born the first year Stella 
and I were married. Mike was six. I had 
been good to them—baseball, swimming, 
fishing and, more recently, good summer 
camps. I was their companion, idol and 
advisor. 

But all this was before I learned to ac 
cept “favors” for turning my head the 
other way when a fellow came into a cigat 
store to place a bet on the horses, or pre 
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tending I didn’t know that the delicatessen 
was only being run as a front for a num- 
bers check-in headquarters upstairs. And 
all this was before Nora—that gorgeous, 
untamed creature that no man would ever 
own, but many would attempt to buy. I 
admitted now for the first time even to my- 
self that Nora had been the real reason for 
my search for wealth. She belonged to the 
easy-come, easy-go Scotch and Cadillac set. 

I learned to take payoffs from that 
same crowd and give some of it back to 
Nora. 

Pretty soon I found out I not only could 
support most of Nora’s habits—no one 
man need ever think he was taking care 
of them all—but also raise my family’s 
standard of living considerably. I had told 
myself that this lessened my sins, but ac- 
tually it only made them more compound. 
I had ridden high, and fallen hard enough 
to bounce. 

And then I saw the big, four-door sedan 
splash through a large puddle of water as 
it turned into the driveway and pulled into 
the garage. It was the third time that 
week Stella had driven off without telling 
me where she was going. She never did 
that before. 


TELLA KNOCKED some of the rain 
\’ from her coat at the front door and 
hung it in the hall closet. 

“I was wondering if you were coming 
back in time for lunch,” I said. 

“Yes,” she answered quickly. 

It was getting like that with us then. 
There seemed to be so little to say. Per- 
haps it was because Stella had so much 
on her mind. Certainly, I had plenty on 
mine. 

Stella made hot soup and sandwiches 
and we ate without talking for a while, 
and then I asked: 

“Stella, how much money do you have?” 

“Why, I don’t know,” she said. “Maybe 
five or six dollars in my purse.” 

“I mean in the bank,” I said. 

Stella thought for a moment. 

“I guess there’s about nine hundred 
dollars.” 

“Tll need some of it,” I told her. 

Stella waited for an explanation. 

“Some of us want to make sure we don’t 
get a raw deal out of this thing. We're 
going to get lawyers, good ones,” I said 
finally. I was still hiding the full story— 
that of my complete guilt—from her. 

“But Eddie,” Stella said, “won’t the in- 
vestigators find out who is guilty and who 
is innocent? I mean, are you doing to have 
to fight it out like that?” 

“We might,” I said shortly. 

“Then you'll be washed up, with the 
job I mean, either way it goes?” 

“Probably,” I answered. 

“Are all of the men getting in on this— 
hiring lawyers? Are all of those under 
suspension putting up money, or just those 
whose hands are clean?” Stella asked. 

“We need all the money and all the 
help we can get,” I explained. “A thing 
like this goes through the whole depart- 


ment, Stella. Everybody gets smeared, the 
caught and the uncaught.” 

I watched Stella’s forehead wrinkle into 
a network of frowns. I could see she didn’t 
like the “caught and the uncaught” part. 
It would have been better if I had said 
“the bad and the good.” But I had said 
what I meant. 

We got up from the table and in a mo- 
ment Stella was in my arms. She didn’t 
cry like I knew she wanted to do. I held 
her tight. 

Stella went to the bank the next day and 
drew out three hundred dollars. We were 
going to pay plenty if we wanted to beat 
this rap. Stella told me later that coming 
home from the bank she passed two of 
the women in our block. They spoke to 
her, she said, but seemed to be in a big 
hurry. I reminded Stella that those women 
had husbands and children and homes to 
care for the same as she did; that they 
had to hurry and that she shouldn’t go 


imagining things. Still, Stella wasn’t con- 
vinced. 
She took Bobby and Mike to church the 


following Sunday. I stayed home, appre- 
ciating the chance to get to call some of 
the other suspended cops on the phone. 
Stella came back upset. Oh sure, most of 
the members spoke to her, she said, but 
she felt they were only doing their Chris- 
tian duty. And worst of all, she pointed 
out, none of them asked about me. They 
had always asked about me before if I 
happened to miss a service. 

The breach between Stella and her 
friends and neighbors became more notice- 
able the following week. Telephone calls 
from other housewives dropped off, and 
Stella said she had to force the conversa- 
tion when she talked with people at the 
drug store or the bakery shop or on the 
street. Old man Warneke next door passed 
right by her one afternoon without speak- 
ing, but he was always a friendly one. 

I missed the neighbors’ snubbing, for I 
kept to the house most of the time. 

But soon it was startlingly apparent 
what I had done. My misdeeds had boom- 
eranged, coming back to hit me where it 
hurt most, my wife. 

When the investigations began going 
full blast, there was lots printed about it 
in the newspapers. It apparently went fur- 
ther than the patrolmen, the papers re- 
ported. There were indications, they said, 
that lieutenants and district captains and 
one or two inspectors were involved. They 
were getting the story, all right. The whole 
story. 

Then Bobby came home one afternoon 
with his clothes torn, one eye turning blue 
and a trace of blood around his nose. He 
was a little scrapper, all right, but it had 
never been this bad. And he had usually 
been a little cocky about his fights; now 
he was upset almost to tears. I went to 
get some ointment for his eye while Stella 
washed his face. 

“What’s happened to Dad, Mom? What’s 
happened to him?” I heard Bobby shout. 


| 
| 
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Smant-Looking Clothes 
STUDY AT HOME—DEVELOP YOUR TALENT 

Wha you wish to make a career of dress design- 

ing or want only to gain the skill needed to create 
original styles for yourself and members of your family, 
the National Schooi of Dress Design now offers you the 
opportunity to — uire peoemon basic training which re- 
— only spare time study at home. 

To those with aptitude, our interesting home study 
foundation Course in Fashion Designing, Fashion Sketch- 
ing, Pattern oe Cutting, and Fitting provides a 
sound fundamental background—a background which 
may open the door to an eventual fashion career, or a= 
fascination, thrills, and zest, as well as increased skill, 
the work of the homesewer or the dressmaker. 


A LEADING HOME STUDY FASHION SCHOOL 
Backed by years of experience, our training covers all 
essential phases of styling and costume designing. Basic 
principles are taught by the inspiring “learn-by-doing”’ 
method, step-by-step under the supervision of a qualified 
instructor who takes a real interest in your progress. 

FREE BOOKLET! MAIL COUPON TODAY! 
Clip and mail cou 4 below at once for 
valuable free bookl “Adventures in 
Dress Design,” and full particulars. Sent 
postage prepaid without obligation. (No 
salesman Will Call.) 

NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3232, Chicago 14, Ill, 
NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN, Dept. 3232 
835 Diversey Parkway, Chicago 14, Lil. 

Please send me FREE and postpaid your booklet, 
“Adventures in Dress Design,” and full particulars. This 
obligates me in no way. 
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Fascinating field for men and women. 
Excellent starting point for career. Practi- 


ow tuition. Easy es. Send for FREE 





CHICAGO SCHOOL OF INTERIOR DECORATION 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3232 Chicago 14, illinois 








FORCES You to Save 
$100.00 a Year Automatically! 


Get perpetual Date & Amount Bank. 25c a 
day automatically keeps Calendar up-to- p org 
Also totals amount saved. Compels you to 
save a quarter every day, or date won't 
change. Automatic saver for gifts, vacations, 
time payments, etc. Use year after year. 
Start saving right away. Order several. Now 
only $1.98 prepaid. Personalize with initials, 
add 25c per letter. Mail cash, check or money 
order now to LEECRAFT, Dept. TN, 300 
Albany Avenue, Brooklyn 13, N. Y. 
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Stella was quiet. 

“Why is he home all the time, Mom?” 
Bobby asked. 

“What’s the matter, 
juestioned. 

Joey Walker says Dad is a crook. He 
i1ys Dad’s been put off the police force 
ind that he’s liable to go to jail. Joey’s 
1 liar, isn’t he Mom?” 

‘Did you and Joey fight about it, Bob- 

?” Stella asked. 

[ had to. I just had to!” 

Bobby was crying hard. Stella finished 
washing his face and looked at me as I 
brought in the ointment. We fixed his eye 

p and gave him some money for the 

vies. I was glad Mike wasn’t in the 


Bobby?” Stella 


house at the time. 
Suddenly Stella turned to me with fire 
1 her eyes. 


[s this what it’s going to be like, Ed- 
die?” she demanded. “Will people pass me 
1 the street without speaking? Will they 
sip in doorways as I walk by? Will my 
st friends, like Joe and Sally Walker, 
1y mean things in front of their children 

» their kids can taunt mine? Will my 

have to be branded with this?” 

Her voice broke suddenly with heavy 
obbing. 

Stella, listen to me,” I pleaded. “I 

lick this thing. If the fellows stick 
together and keep their mouths shut, no- 
ody will be able to touch us. The D.A. 
an dig up all the dirt he wants, but the 
payoff is going to come before the grand 
jury. I’ve talked with the guys and I’ve 
talked with the lawyers. If nobody squeals, 
e can make it.” 

Stella looked at me with a shocked ex- 
pression as though I had hit her. 

‘If they keep their mouths shut?” she 
isked incredulously. “How can you stand 
there and say that. Why shouldn’t they 
and tell what they know if they’re 
Why won’t you go on the stand 
ind tell the truth? Are your hands as 
dirty as all the rest?” 

I did it for you, Stella! 
ou!” I screamed at her. 

Suddenly everything was deadly quiet 

the house. Stella looked at me, all the 
emotion drained from her face. Somehow, 
he looked older than her twenty-six years 
for the first time. I had never thought that 
the golden brown beauty of her face, the 
onstantly lush look of her mouth or the 
bright diamonds of her eyes would fade 
so completely. Her whole body 
eemed to sag, not caring. 

I'm going away for a while, Eddie,” 

e said finally. “I’m taking the boys with 

I didn’t even try to talk her out of it. I 
knew there was no use. Stella packed some 
clothes and she and the boys left for her 
parents’ place in the country. She wouldn’t 
let me drive them to the bus station. 
They caught a taxi. 


hone st? 


I did it for 


iway 


even 


I turned now from the window where I 
had been standing, remembering it all. 
4, 


Stella had not been gone more than two 
hours, but the time had seemed endless. 

I waited two days for some word from 
her; a telephone call to say they had 
made the trip all right; a letter saying 
she was sorry for the argument we had; a 
post card, anything. The third night I got 
into the car and drove straight to Nora 
Sheridan’s apartment. When I entered the 
lobby of her building, I reached instinc- 
tively for my key, and then decided to 
ring her instead. 

Nora Sheridan was the same as I had 
always found her, freshly bubble-bathed 
and perfumed and her voluptuous, nut- 
brown features were topped with a mass 
of perfectly curled, red-tinted hair that 
had once been all black. She wore an 
expensive, low-cut dress, a double string 
of pearls around her neck, with matching 
earrings. She was the same Nora Sheridan. 

“T’ve missed you,” she said when we had 
settled on a sofa in her living room. 

“It has been quite a little while,” I 
answered. 

For a while we made small talk, in 
which neither of us was really interested, 
and soon Nora went to fix drinks. We were 
both stalling to keep from discussing the 
obvious. 

Nora handed me a drink. 

“Stella has left me,” I said suddenly. 
That wasn’t the way I had meant to bring 
it up, but the words had suddenly leaped 
from my mouth. 

“She couldn’t take it, huh?” Nora said. 

“Would you expect her to?” I asked. 

Nora didn’t answer that but asked in- 
stead: 

“How much does she know?” 

“Nothing, really, yet too much,” I said. 
“She thinks I should testify—make a clean 
breast of things. Cleanse my soul, so to 
speak.” 

“You’re not going to do it, of course,” 
Nora said. She was more interested now. 

“Tt might not be a bad idea,” I said. 

“What’s so smart about it?” Nora asked. 
“You know what will happen if you go 
on that stand and talk. You'll mess up 
everybody including yourself. They’ll make 
an example out of somebody and _ that 
somebody will be you if you confess. This 
thing is too big, Eddie, for one man to 
crack up. You'll be hit from all sides. 
The D.A. will crucify you, your own cops 
will hate your guts for turning stool 
pigeon and the big men in this town will 
really put the pressure on.” 

“If you’re talking about Billy Moran 
when you say ‘big men’ I’m not im- 
pressed,” I snapped. Moran was the num- 
bers kingpin in the city and at one time 
Nora’s chief keeper. He had too many 
women to really stick to one, but I think 
he was the soft spot in Nora’s armor. 
Testimony from me on police corruption 
could very well stamp a path that would 
lead to his door. But I wasn’t worried 
about him. 

“Another thing,” I said, “don’t under- 
estimate the cops. There are plenty of real 
honest ones. I should know. I used to 


be one of them.” 

For a moment, Nora’s eyes were hard, 
contemptuous. She blew smoke through 
her full lips, almost straight into my eyes, 
then asked: 

“But what’s the point? What have 
you got to gain at all by talking when you 
know you're safe if you don’t.” 

“Maybe I could regain my wife and 
self-respect,” I answered. 


THINK that shocked Nora. I had never 

discussed Stella with her before. May. 
be Nora was hurt to know I still must 
love my wife. 

“She’s walked out on you, Eddie,” Nora 
said after a moment. Her dancing eyes 
looked straight at me, suddenly stood still, 
then softened. 

“Are you sure you won’t walk out on 
me?” I asked Nora as she moved closer 
to me. 

“T’ll always be here, Baby” she said. 

She raised her lips and pressed them 
against mine as I told myself that she was 
telling the truth. She would always he 
there. The same bewitching Nora. 

“T'd better go” I said a few minutes 
later. 

“Is there any real reason why you 
should go home tonight?” Nora asked. 
“There’s no one there.” 

She leaned forward, letting her dress 
slip partially open and giving me a splen- 
did view of her lovely bosom, then she 
kissed me gently on the ear. 

“No,” I said. “There’s no real reason.” 


The next morning I fixed a tasteless 
breakfast of crisp bacon and _ over-fried 
eggs. As I ate I kept expecting to hear a 
sound in the house that didn’t come. Then 
I remembered the boys’ last days in the 
house. They hadn’t even cared to play in 
the front yard anymore. They gazed blank- 
ly off into space when the ring of voices 
of other kids at play came winging through 
the air. They cried if we sent them to 
the store, preferring to dodge the sharp 
tongues of their friends and the disapprov- 
ing eyes of adults. Even getting them off 
to school had gotten to be a problem. 

I thought also of Stella, who had given 
me love and trust and respect. All I had 
given her was treachery. 

Then I reached for the telephone and 
dialed the district attorney’s office. When 
I got him on the line I said simply: 

“This is Eddie Martin calling. I'd like 
to testify before the grand jury.” 

That was it. 

Two days later I was the star witness 
at a special hearing. Even the newspaper 
reporters and photographers were allowed 
in on this one, and I felt a warm trickle 
of perspiration slide down the back of my 
neck as I took a seat before the micro- 
phone and peered blankly at the sea of 
unrecognized faces that filled the room. 
Every eye was on me. I was about to sing. 

My voice wavered slightly as I started 
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out, but gained strength as I tried to ex- 
plain how it all began. 

“It’s hard to put your finger on it,” I 
said. “You start out being a good cop 
who’s going to arrest all the crooks and 
put them behind bars. And then you find 
out there are more crooks than there are 
cops. 

“You discover you can catch a guy in 
the act and haul him into court only to 
have some smooth-talking lawyer pull the 
wool over the eyes of a judge who knows 
more about politics than justice. 

“You find out that people yell and 
scream for law and order, but they don’t 
want law and order. They walk across 
the street against red lights and pad their 
income tax returns. A guy can get mur- 
dered and everybody within two blocks 
sees the whole thing, but nobody opens his 
mouth when the police arrive and start 
asking questions. The bookies couldn’t 
make books and the numbers writers 
couldn’t write numbers if the public didn’t 
support them in droves. No, the people 
don’t really want law and order, just pro- 
tection of their own selves. 

“You learn to catch the 
crooks—the dumb ones with the itchy trig- 
ger fingers and switch blade knives or 
blackjacks or gleams in their eyes—and 
you make the smooth operators pay 
through the nose. You can’t stop all the 
guys who operate from behind cigar store 
and ice cream parlor fronts, or who hide 
under such titles as ‘sportsmen’ or ‘pro- 
moters’ or ‘agents’ so you get your share 
of the swag. 

“You learn that everybody takes money, 
from the inspector right on down to your 
partner in the patrol car. You learn about 
rigged raids and courtesy arrests—those 
made to keep the newspapers and citizens’ 
pressure groups off the department’s neck. 

“It’s the system; the way it is when you 
get into it and you become a part of it.” 

“Do you believe that’s the way it is 
everywhere?” one of the faces asked. 

“No, I guess not,” I said. “But that’s 
the way it was here. It was that way as 
long as anybody could remember until the 
new district attorney came in. He’s trying 
to make a name for himself, I guess. Prob- 
ably has his eye on the governorship. He 
came in new and fresh and got himself a 
bunch of cops right out of the academy 
to do his spying. They were too young 
and too dumb to scare. Sometimes they 
got their pay envelopes with nasty notes 
in them. Sometimes they got phone calls 
at their homes at all hours of the day and 
night, breaking up their sleep and warn- 
ing them to lay off. But they couldn’t be 
scared and they couldn’t be bought. They 
stuck with the D. A.” 

“Why couldn’t you have been like the 
new D. A., willing to do something about 
the system?” the voice asked. “Why 
couldn’t you have been like the new cops, 
too dumb to scare. Somebody was strong 
and for right. Why couldn’t it have been 
you?” 


dangerous 


Before I left that room I had given them 
everything they wanted; names, dates, 
places. The walls of the tower would now 
come tumbling down. Billy Moran would 
probably be caught in it, and Nora too, 
because I had learned before leaving her 
apartment that night that her place had 
often been rigged up with adding machines 
as a counting house when the heat was 
supposed to be on, and she had dipped her 
fingers just deep enough into the pie to 
get slapped with a conspiracy charge if 
they really wanted to prosecute her. 

As I walked out of the room in which 
the hearing had been held, the photog- 
raphers’ flash bulbs popped away. The 
newspapers had a good story. 

Around noon the next day the telephone 
rang. I picked up the receiver, expecting 
to hear the threatening snarl of one of 
Billy Moran’s hoodlums or Nora’s whim- 
pering or even the profane insults of a 
crank. I didn’t really care. 

“Yes,” I said. 

“Eddie, I just read the papers down 
here.” 

It was Stella. 

“You were wonderful,” she said. 


PROUD LOVE 
Sweetheart, how proud you’ve 
made me! 
How very glad I am 
Just to know you are my own, 
That our love is no sham! 


Sweetheart, our love is growing 
Stronger and much firmer. 
And pride increases too, my dear, 
Each day our love grows firmer. 

—Roxanne Archer 





“How are you?” I asked excitedly. “And 
the children?” 

“We're fine,” she said. “Oh, Eddie. I’m 
so glad you decided to do the right thing.” 

“So am I,” I said, realizing it for the 
first time. 

“Eddie,” Stella said, “I’m going to leave 
the children here and come home. I’m 
going to stand by you—if you want me.” 

I don’t know what I said then, but it 
must have convinced her how desperately 
I did want her. She came home that night. 

Things happened pretty quickly after 
that. There were a lot of indictments and 
trials, but because of my testimony, I got 
away with only being dismissed from the 
force. That, of course, was bad enough. 
It meant I couldn’t get another job in the 
city. At least not for long. My name was 
on the tip of practically every tongue, and 
my picture had made all the newspapers. 

Stella and I went to live with her folks 
in the country for a while after that, and 
then we moved to another city, where we 
now live. 

I’ve got a lot to try to live down, but 
now I’ve also got the woman I love, and 
a lesson learned in how important it is 


that I keep her. END 
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Discover the glorious complexion secret 
of happy thousands! Just see what hap- 
pens when the deep-acting foamy med- 
ication of Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS goes 
to work to-help your poor skin: 


1 It eases the annoying irritation like 
magic. Your skin begins to feel bet- 
ter right away. 

2 It helps remove those surface skin 
germs that so often grow and aggra- 
vate the infection. 

3 The great “vitalizing” action peps 
up the skin to feel fresh and alive. 

4 Your skin becomes sweeter, nicer to 
be near when the bacteria that cause 
ugly skin odors are swept away. 


Gentle SKIN SUCCESS Soap can do so 
much because it is enriched with impor- 
tant skin-prescription medical ingredi- 
ents. It really works wonders! 
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relief from itching misery of eczema, 
ringworm, and stubborn rashes, etc. 
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Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 16) 


“House Of Flowers,” which stars Pearl 


Bailey . and which incidentally, has 
Pearl tripling in Manhattan during the 
month of December: on the screen in 
Carmen Jones,” at the theatre in “House 
Of Flowers” and (after the show) at La 
Vie en Rose nite club. In the meantime, 
thrush Rosita Davis is spending all her 
spare time consoling Bobby Lucas who 
missed out on the juvenile lead in the 
ime show. 

Orville Williams, 2l-year-old con- 
cert pianist due to make his debut 
soon, is the son of singer Maxine 
(Lech Lomond) Sullivan. . . . Cab 
Calloway planning to return to Porgy 
and Bess next spring in the role of 
Sportin’ Life, which he did last sea- 
son following the European Tour. 
This part was originally written for 
him by the Gershwins, but he never 

until the revival... . 
Comedian Timmie Rogers being 
groomed for his first tour abroad 
come spring. ... Sarah Vaughan, 
returning from a tour of the Scan- 
dinavian countries, reports she’s 
never seen anything like Switzer- 
land; and we can bet Switzerland has 
never seen anything like the “Divine 

Sarah.” . . . Dinah Washington’s lat- 

est romance left her singing a brand 

new tune: “I Don’t Hurt Anymore.” 

But Marguerite Wendell, ex-wife of 

famed Bill “Mr. Ink Spot” Kenny, is 

singing just the opposite after the 
latest incident with her new doctor 
husband. 

Tenor, James Van Loan of the Domi- 
noes, after causing an uproar with his dis- 
ippearance act, turned up just as mysteri- 
ously, wondering what all the confusion 
was about. Ace CBS drummer, Specs 
Powell, played a two hour show recently 
with a temperature of 103 and his blood 
pressure at 160 with a doctor standing by. 
Fellow musicians claimed they: “never 
heard Specs play better in his life . . . like 

l angel he was.” 

Did you know that the Five Keys 
had multiplied to six? ... Billy 
Eckstine and Peggy Lee had to desert 
their package tour? Lack of box 
office got too rough. Private Clyde 
MecPhatter spending his furloughs 
from Ft. Dix waxing records with 
The Drifters? 

Calvin Jackson, noted American born 
pianist, has found his paradise in Toronto, 
Canada? He’s married an English girl, is 
the father of a daughter, owns a boxer dog 
Jaquar car. James Mason, when 
asked to name his choice of the ten top 
actresses, included Lena Horne. The only 
reason Joyce Bryant is still wearing that 
full length silverblu mink coat is cause 

had it on when thieves broke into her 

Manhattan hotel twice. 
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Afraid To Love 


(Continued from Page 33) 


were killed; but he gave it up to run the 
small repair shop in front of our house. 
He never seemed to want me out of his 
sight. He walked me to school and called 
for me. To outsiders he seemed all broth- 
erly devotion, but this was hardly the case, 
for he really hated girls. He never had a 
good word to say for one of them. It was 
always “silly, giggling fools. Always chas- 
ing to the movies and running after some 
man. All the time rubbing goo into their 
faces ... well, you’re not going to be like 
them, Dorothy.” 

He wouldn’t let my friends come to the 
house, and once when a little girl came to 
invite me to a party, he was so mean and 
nasty to her that she left crying. I wanted 
to take a beauty course when I was fifteen 
so that I wouldn’t have to be dependent 
on him, but he wouldn’t let me. He said 
all I wanted to do was learn to primp my- 
self up so the men would notice me more. 

When I was sixteen he got his call to go 
into the Army. I was ashamed because I 
felt glad to think I would be free of his 
domination. But I was sick of being 
cooped up, watched all the time, ordered 
about. However, I misjudged him. Before 
he left he got me a job with a wealthy 
white widow as a part-time maid with ar- 
rangements for me to finish high school. 

He must have told Mrs. Saunders that 
I had to be watched closely, for when I 
went to work for her, I was really a 
prisoner again. It was just another jail 
with a different keeper. She wasn’t mean 
to me, but she saw that I was home from 
school at the same time every day, saw 
that I studied so many hours every eve- 
ning. She even helped me fix over some 
of her dresses so that I could wear them. 
But she was still my keeper. I didn’t like 
her and I hated the cook and housekeeper. 
They could come and go as they pleased. 

Then Rudd Fowler came to live in her 
garage apartment and be her chauffeur. 
He was the kind of a man I'd always 
dreamed about. His full, handsome face 
seemed just the right shade of brown to 
set off the neat, tan uniforms he wore. His 
cap was always tipped jauntily to one side, 
showing his glistening curly hair. It was 
a thrill to see him whip Mrs. Saunders’ 
big car around the driveway and bring it 
to a smooth stop. Sometimes I rode in the 
front seat with him on shopping trips and 
I was always aware of the admiring looks 
turned on us from people in the street. 

He seemed to know right away that I'd 
never had any fun and one day, he said: 
“How would you like to go into town, 
chicken? See a movie, have dinner and 
dance afterward?” 

It sounded like a beautiful dream. I just 
stood there looking at him. “I don’t know,” 










a: ee don't 
think Mrs. Saunders would let me.” 
“What right has she got to tell you what 
to do? I'll talk to her, Dottie. We'll have 
that date.” 
I was so thrilled I could hardly stand 
it. It was the first time I’d ever been 


I finally managed to say. 


asked on a real date . . . dinner, a movie 
. . . dancing. It sounded too wonderful. 
All I could do was hope and pray that 
somehow I'd get to go. I was ashamed to 
tell Rudd how my brother had put me at 
Mrs. Saunders’ for safekeeping. 

But my prayers were answered! When 
I saw Rudd again, he was all smiles. “It’s 
okay, chicken—that is, if I get you home 
before the clock strikes twelve.” He drew 
me slowly to him and kissed me. A de- 
lightful warm sensation swept through me 
and I closed my eyes, enjoying the wonder 
of my first caress. 

I'll always remember that night as a 
little bit of heaven. Rudd was a perfect 
gentleman. He seemed to understand that 
I didn’t know the first thing about enter- 
ing a night spot or how to order, but I 
wasn’t embarrassed once during the eve- 
ning. Ill never forget my first impression 
of the romantic, grown-up world . . . the 
soft lights, exotic perfumes and the happy 
laughter. I was too inexperienced then to 
wonder how a chauffeur could afford to 
take me to such places. 

So I let my foolish young heart dream 
about Rudd Fowler. I wanted to be with 
him all the time. I’d hurry through my 
work, watch my chance, then slip out to 
the garage and watch him work on the 
cars. He’d tell me exciting stories about 
New York, Chicago and other places he'd 
lived. When he took me in his strong arms 
and covered my mouth with his, the wild 
singing in my blood frightened me. | 
wanted to cling to him and never let him 
go. He was all I’d ever want. I never 
wondered about Rudd’s past nor worried 
about the future. I didn’t care as long as 
I could be with him. 

“You know, chicken,” he said one day, 
“it would be fun showing you the world. 
You're still in your shell. Maybe I'll take 
you with me when I leave. How would 
you like that?” 

“Oh Rudd,” I whispered, slipping my 
arms around his neck. “You can’t leave.” 
I was torn between hope and despair. If 
he took me .. . just the thought left me 
breathless. But if he left without me, I 
couldn’t go on living. 

“Do you think I expect to drive that 
rich dame around for the rest of my life. 
Oh no! I’ve got other plans. And you can 
help me with them... if you want to be 
in on it.” 

“I'll do anything to help you Rudd,” I 











so str 
closet 
hasso 
meml 
repea 

I tl 
was I 
would 
Mrs. | 
I was 
strean 

I d 
sudde 
room. 
there. 
was § 
aroun 
mind 
know. 
the fr 
lookin 
the wi 
a min 
one?” 


DI 
clo 
“Fo: 
Like 
house 
nightn 
that R 
that w 
and h 
Saund 
her ai 
and re 
The 
policer 
how I 
They 
hadn’t 
That 
teal ja 
year, t 
tory. | 
have | 








vie 
ful. 
hat 
to 
at 


It’s 
me 
ew 
de- 
me 
ler 


m 


- 
=> 


‘ =~ = wo” _ 
= SmoaneakeaoSa 


Qa. 


wn 





thrilled with the thought of being 
able to help him. “Anything,” I repeated 
and I meant it. It didn’t enter my mind 
then that his plans meant doing anything 
wrong. I trusted him completely. 

I didn’t even see anything wrong in tak- 
ing Rudd up to Mrs. Saunders’ suite when 
he asked me to. I knew something was 
wrong, of course, when he asked me to 
find the combination of her safe and make 
him a copy of it. But by that time I was 
so crazy about him, I didn’t care. If I 
helped him, it meant freedom, which Id 
never known, and happiness which I'd had 
only since I knew Rudd. 

The day before the big society ball, 
Rudd left to drive Mrs. Saunders to the 
bank to get her jewels. He told me to 
pack my clothes and be ready to go... 
he didn’t tell me his exact plans. Just 
told me to be ready. 

On the day of the ball, I was busy run- 
ning errands, helping Mrs. Saunders get 
ready for her big night. She sent me to 
the kitchen with a message and when I re- 
turned she wasn’t in her room. It seemed 
so strangely quiet that I felt uneasy. The 
closet door was partly open and a large 
hassock was turned over on its side. I re- 
member all those details for I had to 
repeat them so many times later. 

I thought she was in the closet but there 
was no light on. I pushed the door but it 
wouldn’t open. Peering around, I saw 
Mrs. Saunders’ feet were holding the door. 
I wasn’t really scared until I saw the tiny 
stream of blood trickling down her face. 

I don’t remember making a sound, but 
suddenly the housekeeper rushed into the 


said, 


room. Instantly, it seemed everyone was 
there. Someone called the police. There 
was so much excitement that I stood 


around unnoticed, in a daze. Why my dull 
mind didn’t function sooner, I'll never 
know. I heard the ambulance stopping at 
the front. I flew down the back stairs 
looking for Rudd. When I stepped onto 


the walk, a policeman grabbed me. “Just 
a minute, young lady, looking for some- 


one?” 

DIDN’T ANSWER. Fear 

clogged my throat. 

“For the chauffeur, maybe?” 

Like a zombie, I walked back into the 
house with him. The next hour was a 
nightmare. All I can remember clearly is 
that Rudd was gone and they were saying 
that we had planned to rob Mrs. Saunders, 
and he’d left me holding the bag. Mrs. 
Saunders had caught him and he’d slugged 
her and left. With my suitcase packed 
and ready, that clinched my guilt. 

The cook and housekeeper told the 
policeman about seeing us together and 
how I had taken Rudd through the house. 
They hadn’t missed a thing. What one 
hadn’t seen, the other had. 

That was how I started my third and 
real jail sentence. I was sentenced to one 
year, twelve long months in the reforma- 
tory. If Mrs. Saunders had died it would 
have been even worse. 
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[hen I was put on parole with another 
keeper, Mr. Arthur Brickell, a well-known 
lawyer and the only Negro on the parole 
board. I guess I should have felt thankful 
that a man like Mr. Brickell had taken 
me into his own home. He was very 
wealthy, had written books on social re- 
forms and was noted for his charity in 
helping unfortunates like myself rebuild 
their lives. The Brickells lived on a farm 
in a big gray stone house. My job was to 
ielp Mrs. Brickell with the housework. 
She was a pleasant, motherly woman and 
tried to make me feel at home. 

The fly in the ointment was Donna, the 
Brickells’ only child. The first time I saw 
her, I felt bitter and resentful, seeing what 
she had and I didn’t. She’d gone to col- 
lege, had everything. What made it all 
the harder to bear, was that we looked 
quite a bit alike . . . had the same color- 
ing. the same slender build. But oh what 
) difference clothes, grooming and the 
right cosmetics can make. Her rich, dark 
brown hair was always waved and cut in 
the latest fashion. She used lipstick and 
nail polish specially blended to just the 
right shade for her complexion. Her dress- 

g table was literally covered with bottles 
of wonderful smelling perfumes. 

She was the apple of her father’s eye, 
and in his eye it was plain to see that 
she could do no wrong. I soon found out 
that I was little better than a personal 
maid to Miss Donna. 

Mrs. Brickell always got up at five. She 

s a very efficient housekeeper and man- 
iger and for the first few hours in the 
morning we would vacuum, dust and cook. 
iss Donna always slept late and often 
by the time she got up, Mrs. Brickell had 
one on into town to attend to social and 
charity work. Then I was at the mercy of 
Donna. 

She made me bring her breakfast to her 

bed. Always there was pressing and 
fixing to do on her clothes. She made me 
put polish on her finger and toenails and 
was very cross if I smeared them. She 
never let me forget I was there to wait on 
her and there was nothing I could do 
about it. Never would I have had the 
nerve to complain to Mr. Brickell about 
his cherished daughter. 

I'd been working for the Brickells six 
months when Bob Wagner came there to 
work as a handyman around the place. 
Donna had sent me out to the garage with 
1 message for the new man. He was back- 
ing Donna’s green convertible out of the 
I stopped, waiting to give him the 


garage. 
message. 
\ hurting thrill went over me when I 
saw the friendly attractive face of the man 
in the car. He seemed to smile all over, 
from the corners of his eyes to his chin 
vith the deep cleft in it. “Hi, there,” he 
11d 
“I... are you...” I stammered. 
“I’m the new man here,” he broke in. 
“Bob Wagner’s the name. What’s yours?” 
[ had the strangest feeling. It was as if 


o 
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my whole body relaxed. Maybe the sun 
was already shining and the birds had 
been singing all the time. I hadn’t noticed 
until then. I know it sounds silly, but 
that’s the way it was. “I... I help out in 
the house,” I said, “my name is Dorothy 
Houston.” 

“Dorothy,” he repeated, pronouncing 
each syllable. “Pretty name. Always did 
like it . . . pretty girl too, and am I glad 
to find a pretty girl so close at hand.” 

I felt my mouth set in a rigid line, for 
instantly I remembered another time and 
place when I’d been flattered by a man. 
I delivered my message coolly, but all the 
way back to the house I kept remember- 
ing Bob’s eyes and his strong hands on 
the steering wheel, the way his hair lay 
in waves. “All right,” I told myself stern- 
ly. “Better watch it. Rudd Fowler was 
good looking too, wasn’t he?” 

Back at the house, I tried to put him 
out of my mind and concentrate on getting 
the hem just right in Donna’s dress. It 
seemed to me she was getting more and 
more unreasonable all the time. Today 
for example, she was only going shopping, 
but she was as fussy with her appearance 
as if she was going out on the most im- 
portant date she’d ever had. If I hadn’t 
been so wrapped up in myself, so bitter 
toward everyone else, I would have seen 
even then that she was in trouble of some 
kind. I would have noticed that the drawn 
look on her face and the snappish temper 
grew worse each time she went out alone. 

But I saw only that in spite of having 
the one thing I would have given my soul 
for — freedom — plus wealth and beauty, 
she did nothing but crab and snap at me. 
So while it was “Yes of course, Donna,” 
and “Right away, Donna,” on the outside, 
inside me the hate grew blacker and the 
determination to break away and be free 
grew until it filled every hour of my life. 

Strangely, it was Bob who crystallized 
that determination for me. After Donna 
had finally left that day, I picked up her 
clothes, cleaned her bathroom and hung 
fresh towels in place. 

All the time I was working I kept think- 
ing about Bob, and the wonderful singing 
lift I’d felt seeing him. At first I’d been 
afraid I might be falling for him, like I’d 
fallen for Rudd and his line. But then as 
I thought about it, I decided that wasn’t it 
at all. I wasn’t ever going to be such a 
sap as to fall that hard for any man again. 
What it was, I decided . . . was that Bob 
was a fresh, sharp reminder of the world 
beyond the Brickell farm, where I would 
be if I could ever get away. He’d taken 
the job because he wanted to. Not because 
there was no other choice. I'd heard Mr. 
Brickell say he’d call an agency when the 
other man had quit. Yes, free to come 
and go, Bob was, and so it seemed was 
everyone else but me. Freedom . . . why 
had fate conspired to keep it away from 
me? Why was I a prisoner, when I had 
done nothing wrong? Nothing about my 
life had been fair, I thought bitterly. 


By the time Donna’s room was in shin- 
ing order, my mind was made up. I didn’t 
know how I was going to get away. The 
Brickells never made an issue of it, but 
I'd noticed there was always someone there 
to keep an eye on me. The gate to the 
farm wasn’t locked, but we were so far 
from town that I would have to have help 
to make it without being seen. 

Worst of all, I had no money. The five 
dollars a week I was to get from the 
Brickells was being banked for me and 
only the judge could release it for me. | 
didn’t know anyone, and I had no place 
to go. But somehow I was going to do it! 

A whole month went by. You wouldn’t 
think a month would make much differ- 
ence, after the years behind me. But it 
was spring and I was eighteen. Donna was 
so hateful she was almost unbearable now; 
one day she even slapped me, and there 
wasn’t a thing I could do about it... 
outwardly. Inside me I seethed like a 
blast furnace. I hated her with a hatred 
that was alive, a writhing, spitting thing, 
poised to strike. And although my deter- 
mination to get away was stronger than 
ever, my hopes were growing dimmer. | 
just couldn’t see how I could make it. And 
I felt I'd go crazy if I had to put up with 
much more of it. 

Then Donna put the key in my hand. 

One day when I had seen her go out, | 
started into her room to straighten it up. 
As I pushed open the door, I was stopped 
by the sound of sobbing. Too surprised to 
move, I stood there looking at Donna, face 
down across her bed, crying with great, 
wrenching sobs. She heard my gasp of 
surprise and sat.up abruptly. 

“Oh, I’m sorry,” I mumbled and started 
to back out. But she made a sharp ges- 
ture with her hand. “No,” she said, “don’t 
go, I was going to call you anyway. I 
want to talk to you. Come here!” 

“Yes, Donna,” I said obediently and 
went to stand before her. I was torn be- 
tween an impulse to pity and a feeling of 
bitter gloating that at last this petted dar- 
ling, who made my life so miserable, was 
having rough sailing herself. Served her 
right! But what, I wondered curiously, 
could ever hurt a girl as poised as Donna 
enough to make her cry like that? 

I soon found out. 

“Dorothy,” she said. “I’ve got some trou- 
ble, and I think maybe you can help me 
out. I’ve been going with a married man. 
He’s very unhappy with his wife, and he’s 
going to divorce her and marry me. He's 
been waiting to get something on her, s0 
he can get the divorce on his own terms. 
But she’s getting suspicious of us and if 
she makes trouble and drags my name 
into it, Dad will never let me marry him. 

“So I’ve got a scheme. We’re about the 
same size and coloring. I can get some 
stuff to fix your hair so it will be about 
the same shade as mine, and I'l] let you 
wear some of my clothes. Then, you'll be 
seen with this man a time or two. If his 
wife ever starts anything . . . well, you're 
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the girl he’s been seeing . . . do you un- 
derstand?” 

Understand! The callous, cruelty of the 
whole thing! She could deliberately plan 
a thing like that, just to get what she 
wanted . . . gamble with my whole life! 
If such a thing ever came up against me, 
yiolation of my parole, they’d lock me up 
and throw the key away. 

“I won't,” I cried, “you can’t make me 
do a thing like that!” 

“Are you sure?” she said coldly. “What 
about the way you've been flirting around 
the new man? Think I haven’t seen? It 
was the chauffeur before, wasn’t it? Of 
course he wouldn’t lose anything but his 
job here, but it could send you back to 
the reform school if such a little business 
came up.” 

“You wouldn’t . . 
haven’t done anything... 
to every rule.” 

“Who would believe you against me? 
Think of it that way!” 

I stood silently before her, trying to 
swallow the lump of bitterness and despair 
choking me. Mentally, I was fumbling 
desperately for something, some way to 
make her give up this awful scheme. 
“What if he... this man... what if 
he fell for me?” I don’t know what made 
me say it. It was just one of those things 
that comes out by chance when you're con- 
fused and trapped. But the response was 
something I hadn’t looked for. 

“For you?” she asked unbelievingly. 
Then she began to laugh hysterically. “Oh 
Dorothy, you’re crazy. You. just out of a 
reform school. Wait until you see who he 
is, you little fool. It'll be hard enough to 
cram you down his throat for a night or 
two.” 

She laughed until she was crying again. 
I suppose it was really hysterics. Every 
peal of wild mirth fanned the flame of my 
hate higher. I clenched my teeth and 
promised myself that I’d fix her. 

Then it hit me. She was afraid! After 
all, he was untrue to his wife .. . why 
not his girl friend too! This was it, my 
way out. Yes, I was a little fool right out 
of reform school. But in that reform school 
I'd learned a few things. Night after night 
I'd listened . . . ‘all right so he took you 
kid, you took the rap. Now get smart...’ 
on and on it had gone, how to hook the 
men, how to pull a fast one. 

I didn’t know whether I could make it 
come off or not, but I was going to try. It 
was the only thing left to me. 

“All right, Donna,” I said. 
got any choice. I'll do it!” 
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[HE NEXT AFTERNOON Donna called 

me to her room. She’d bought some 
strong smelling bleach which she mixed 
in the bathroom. When she put it on my 
hair, it was so strong I could hardly keep 
from screaming as it bit into my scalp, 
but I tensed myself to stand its After two 
applications of the bleach, Donna looked 
me over with a critical eye. 


“Well it did the trick,” she said. “I 
wouldn’t say you looked just like me, but 
it will certainly confuse a few people.” 

When my hair was dried and combed 
out, I took a long look in the mirror. My 
own black shiny hair had been changed 
to the rich brown I’d noticed in Donna’s 
hair. It made my whole face look differ- 
ent, more exciting, smoother. 

That night I met Donna’s boy friend. 
Walter Rawson was a man who had come 
up the crooked way. He was just as prom- 
inent as Mr. Brickell, but for years all 
his dealings had been touched with a hint 
of the underworld. He’d never been caught 
at anything, but his big cars and flashy 
clothes made people wonder just what the 
sources of his income were. I’d read about 
him often in the sporting pages as the 
backer of certain fighters. His wife was a 
very beautiful woman, had been a dancer 
in a night club before he married her. No 
wonder little Donna was scared of losing 
him. He wasn’t exactly the faithful type. 
No telling where his fancy might light 
next. 

I was scared inside me when I realized 
the kind of a man Walter was. How could 
I even dream he’d fall for me? How on 
earth could I interest him enough so he’d 
help me get away? Oh. if only Bob Wag- 
ner... but no I couldn’t let myself think 
of him. He was too decent and nice. 

It was arranged that Walter and I were 
to have dinner in a popular restaurant. It 
never occurred to me then to wonder just 
why Walter Rawson had consented to the 
arrangement. All I could think of was how 
I could get him to help me before there 
was any publicity and I was sent back to 
the school. 

I tried to remember everything I’d heard 
them say at the reform school .. . the 
best tools a girl’s got are the ones she’s 
if he’s a big shot, be the 
they love to 


born with... 
meek little adoring kind... 
help someone out of trouble . 

I decided that my best play would be 
the poor little orphan girl admiring the 
great big successful man; and I found 
that the thicker I made it, the better he 
liked it. It didn’t take me long to see that 
he wasn’t serious about Donna .. . not 
like she was about him. He was too selfish 
for that. Walter Rawson was the only 
person in the world he loved. 

“Wonder if Donna realizes what a swell 
gal she’s got for a maid?” he asked silkily. 
“You shouldn’t be in a job like that, Dotty. 
A girl like you has possibilities.” 

“Tt takes a person of your caliber to see 
things like that in others,” I said softly. 

He reached over and patted my hand. 
“I’d like to see more of you,” he said. 
“Maybe I could help you.. .” 

My heart pounded. He’d offered... 
but I had to be careful. 

I sighed unhappily. “I’m afraid no one 
can do that,” I told him hopelessly, “but 
you're awfully kind to offer.” 

So Donna didn’t think I had a chance 
with him! I had to laugh all the way 
home, sitting beside her in her convertible. 








Why put up with itching 


SKIN MISERY? 


Don’t let nagging 
distress of ugly 
rashes, ringworm, 
pimples or eczema 
drag you down. 





Discover the wonders of 


Millions, yes millions 
of people have actually 
seen the marvelous re- 
sults brought about by 
Palmer’s Skin Success 
Ointment when their 
skin was troubled and 
upset by those aggravating itches. 
There’s just nothing like it! Because 
only SKIN SUCCEsSs Ointment gives you 
the full benefit of that great skin- 
prescription formula, scientifically 
tested by a noted doctor. It really 
works wonders! 
So don’t risk letting that distress go 
on for another day. See for yourself 
how fast it helps your itchy, troubled 
skin feel good again! 

Costs only 35¢. Economical 75¢ size 
gives you four times as much. 


COMPLEXION SECRET 
The deep-acting foamy medication of 
gentle SKIN SUCCESS SOAP fights off 
surface skin germs that often cause 
pimples, blackheads and blemishes 


PALMER'S BUBIUGU SDE ony Sone 








SELL DRESSES new york 


A DRESS SHOP IN YOUR HOME! 
Established New York firm desires ambi- 
tious women to sell dresses, sults, featuring the newest 
New York look. EXPERIENCE UNNECESSARY 
Good commissions. FREE DRESSES to wear as bonus. 
No investment. Write for sample book. 


BELLECRAFT FASHIONS, 111 Eighth Ave.,Dept. 1.2 N. ¥. 
IT'S PROFITABLE TO _ 


MAKE and SELL HATS 


Our wholesale price 32 page catalog 
including EVERYTHING USED IN 
MILLINERY — Blocks, Bindings, 
Feathers, Flowers, Wire and Buckram 
hrames, ete. Send 25¢ for catalog 
illustrating thousands of items and 
you’re in —_ oom 25¢ refunded on 
first order of 
LOUIE MILLER SUPPLIES 

, oe Dress & Coat Supplies 

Dept. azR, Chicago 1, Hil. 


YOUR CHRISTIAN FUTURE! 


A GIFT MANUAL FOR ALL RELIGIONS! 


MUTUAL SALVATION BY LORD'S PRAYER AND 
SCIENCE $1.00 postpaid. 




















Millinery, 
225 N. Wabash 








WORLD EVANGELIST SERVICE—Roberts 
6$17 TELEGRAPH ROAD TOLEDO 12, OHIO 


To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. “ae 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 


Phonograph Records “Se 
Crown Music Co., 1478-M Broadway, N 




















Y. 36, N. Y. 
59 








One thing bothered me. What would Don- 
na do if she realized he was actually 
interested in me? 

Then Donna began being sick every 
morning, terribly sick; and I guessed her 
ecret. After that I wasn’t afraid of her 
more. She would trade her silence 


for mine! 

For the first time in my life, I held the 
ipper hand. That’s a dangerous position 
for someone who doesn’t know how to use 
t, but I had to learn the hard way. For 
the first time in my life too, I had really 
becoming clothes. And towering above 

rything else . . . my first real taste of 

eaom. 

For I was free when I dated Walter. 
[rue, Donna drove me to my date and 

ed me up to bring me home. But for 
few brief hours in night clubs and 
heatres I was free to laugh and try to 
rk my little scheme on Walter. I hated 

it in many ways. Walter was good looking 
but there was something evil about him. 
think of Bob and his clean, twinkling 
yn eyes... wishing I could have asked 
him to help me. But that was out. I had 
to make what time I could with Walter. 
lowly I built him up .. . he was one 
lerful guy. I was poor little Dorothy, 
nsignificant to ever be noticed by him, 

t weren’t for the circumstances. I’d 
hover back, seeming to try to cover my 
naked shoulders in the strapless gowns. 
his eyes gleam, his mouth grow 
k with desire. 

Look,” he said one night, “why .don’t 
I call you there at the Brickells’? You 
I’ve got a little place 


” 


I'd see 


] 


could slip out.... 
down on the river... 


[ can’t,” I said miserably. “I’m on pa- 
role there ... you know that. They'll send 
me bac Sy 

Look, I know a guy that can go over 
\rthur Brickell’s head. You be nice to 


me, and I'll fix it so you’ll never have to 
use a dust rag again. Of course, we’ve got 
to keep Donna out of this, but I could give 
you a ring out there and let you know 
. then you could 


” 


when I’d be there . 
make a run for it... 

Where could he call me? Any telephone 
call for me at the house would arouse 
everyone’s suspicions. But I didn’t dare 
put him off. 

Then I thought of Bob. Walter could 
call and ask for him. There was an ex- 
tension in the garage. Bob would call me 
ind nobody would bother to listen in to 
uny conversation on a call for him. 

So it was all fixed between Walter and 
me. The next morning I rushed out to 
the garage right after breakfast to ask 
Bob for the favor. He was so nice about 
it. | couldn’t bear to stand there looking 
into those warm friendly eyes. 

re I'll call you.” There was pity in 
“Tt’s a darned shame to keep 
you locked up the way they do. Stick it 
out kid and you'll win yet.” He put a hand 
shoulder and suddenly I felt all 
weak and wobbly inside, but I couldn’t 


his voice. 


on my 
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break now and I turned and ran back into 
the house. 

I hadn’t even finished cleaning Donna’s 
room when I heard Bob’s whistle. I dashed 
downstairs and out to the garage. Walter 
wasn’t wasting any time. 

“Listen,” his voice was low, “I'll meet 
you at eight sharp tonight . . . right there 
by that big tree, just outside the front 
gate.. 


I TURNED from the phone to meet Bob’s 

serious eyes. I felt my face flushing 
and I wanted to get away, but as I turned 
to go he caught my arm. “Dorothy,” he 
said, “I know it’s none of my business, kid, 
but I recognized that voice . . . that was 
Walter Rawson...” 

His eyes were accusing. his mouth firm 
and pinched looking. 

“What makes you think so?” Fear was 
rising in me, until I was almost shrieking 
at him. 

“Never mind, how I know. That isn’t im- 
portant, but I can tell you that he’s strictly 
no good. Whatever plans you’ve got that 
include that guy .. . you’d better cancel 
them. That’s all I’ve got to say.” 

“All I asked you to do was take a call 
for me,” I said. “Just forget the rest.” I 
tried to move around him, but he caught me 
by the shoulders. I felt the warmth of his 
hands and for a moment I wanted to tell 
him all about it. He drew me close. 

“Listen, I know you’ve had some trouble, 
but believe me, you’re on the right track 
staying here. The Brickells are good 
people...” 

I laughed bitterly . . . oh yes, they were 
good people .. . especially Donna. But he 
was on their side. I was glad I’d never 
asked him for help. I steeled myself against 
the physical nearness of him. “I know what 
I’m doing,” I said. “Just keep out of my 
business.” I got out as fast as I could. 

The bright vision of freedom gave me 
courage that night. With a do or die feel- 
ing, I slipped down the back stairway and 
through the gate. Walter’s car was there 
and I climbed in. 

All during the drive to the cabin Walter 
didn’t do a thing but talk. I followed him 
meekly up the steps to the front door and 
tried to concentrate on how glorious to- 
morrow would be. 

“Don’t think of tonight, don’t think of 
tonight,” I repeated all during the eternity 
it took him to light a fire, mix a drink 
and settle himself on the couch beside me. 

He didn’t pounce on me or frighten me 
the way I had expected. He just sat there 
sipping his drink and telling me how 
beautiful I was, talking in a sort of a 
quiet, soothing voice that made -me relax. 

I didn’t even mind when his arm slipped 
around me, when he kissed me lightly on 
the cheek. He seemed so reasonable, so 
understanding, not at all like the Walter 
I was accustomed to, for he hadn’t bragged 
once, all evening. 

He made sure the pillows were com- 
fortable behind my back, got an extra ice 
cube for my drink and all the time he 


kept telling me how no one had ever 
appreciated me, how happy he was to be 


taking care of me. When he turned to 
take me in his arms, I didn’t resist him. 
I closed my eyes and let him kiss me. But 
when I opened my eyes, fear returned and 
became unbearable. The greed, the lust, 
written on his face filled me with loathing. 
Without even knowing I was going to do 
it, I tore myself out of his arms and for 
a moment he was too surprised to do any- 
thing but let me go. Then with a curse 
he grabbed me and threw me down on the 
couch. 

“No you don’t, sister!” He was hoarse 
with rage. “No gal gives me the come-on 
and gets away with a deal like you're 
trying to pull.” 

My mouth went dry with fear. 

. please, let me go,” I sobbed. 

“Not until I get through with you.” he 
snarled. “Then you’re damn right you'll be 
going right back to the Brickell 
farm ... 

“Back there ...oh, no! You said you’d 
help me get away if I came here!” 

His hands tore at the front of my dress. 
“T said that, did I? You thought you were 
cute putting on the big-eyed act, playing 
me for a sucker. You and College Girl 
Donna, both of you, from the highest to 
the lowest, you thought you could take 
Walter Rawson!” 

He laughed in big, hoarse guffaws. “It’s 
pretty good. Well, when I’ve finished this 
little business, you just go right back to 
your mistress Donna and give her all the 
details. Tell her we’re through playing 
games now. She’s fixed it up fine.” 

“But Donna... Donna .. .” I was 
struggling to understand what he was say- 
ing. “Donna loves you...” I felt sick 
then. Donna with a baby coming and this 
horrible man talking that way about her. 
I was sorry I’d ever hated her. 

“Sure,” he said, “Donna loves me and 
Papa Brickell loves Donna . . . sooo! 
Brickell gets himself off the parole Board 
and I get my boy on. That’s gonna be 
nice for me and my pals.” 

A blind fury took hold of me at this 
devil of a man. “I'll go to Mr. Brickell 
myself,” I screamed. “I'll tell him myself 
what you’ve just said. Ill admit every- 
thing.” 

Then Walter seemed to go crazy with a 
fit of laughing. “Good! Hurray! That 
makes it better. Arthur Brickell, the god- 
father to poor delinquent girls, then his 
own brat gives them a push down the line. 
Ha ha! I can see the stink that’s going 
to raise.” 

His face seemed to swell until it hung 
over his collar. His eyes bulged out. 

He jumped up and with a wrench at my 
arm that seemed to paralyze it, he jerked 
me to my feet. “I never minded mixing 4 
little pleasure with business,” he said. 

“Now the real fun begins.” He sank his 
teeth into my shoulder and I screamed, 
mad with the pain. I snapped his head 
back with my elbow and got away from 
him, 


“Please 


” 
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“Oh, you like it rough, okay sister... 
With one blow of his fist he knocked me 
clear across the couch. I was blacking out, 
but somehow I knew I had to stay alive. 
God help me, God help me, I prayed. But 
I was going out ... the room swam crazily. 

“Open up, open up in there!” The voice 
was familiar but I couldn’t place it. Was 
someone really pounding on the door, or 
was it only in my head? I saw Walter 
hesitate, then I heard the splintering crash. 
I saw a leather jacket, a fighting face 
above it. Bob... Bob was there. He was 
going to help me. 

Through a daze of pain, I saw Walter 
turn. Then it seemed like all hell broke 
loose. The cabin shook with the sound of 
solid blows struck by the two men as they 
fought back and forth. It seemed to last 
forever while I shook my head, tried to get 
my senses back. I saw Bob beaten back 
into the corner, saw him go down from a 


foul blow. I saw the knife in Walter’s 
hand. Death was in the room. There was 
blood staining Bob’s torn shirt sleeve. 


Then I was hitting Walter over the head 
with a heavy metal ash tray. I don’t know 
how many times I’d hit him. 

Bob was pulling me back. “Stop it, stop 
it, Dorothy,” he was saying, “he’s out. He 
can’t hurt you now, honey.” 

“Honey .”’ he’d called me honey. 
With his arm bleeding, his face swollen, 
because of me and he’d called me 
honey. He’d come there to help me, never 
thinking of himself. Right then it hit me 

. he wasn’t like the others. He cared 
about me. I didn’t have to be afraid of 
him. 

Then I knew, standing there in the 
shambles of the cabin, I knew I had the 
courage to face whatever came. 

Bob took off his shirt, showed me how 
to make a tourniquet for his arm. When 
I'd finished, I found the telephone, called 
the police. I wasn’t afraid when they 
came. I knew what it meant, jail again 

. . the reform school. But I knew I’d 
deserved it. 

There was a big scandal like Walter 
had said. It was written up in all the 
papers but the stories said something dif- 
ferent than Walter had planned on. 

Bob was in the hospital from the knife 
wounds for several days. Walter will be 
there longer. It made me shudder to 
realize that I was the one who had caused 
the concussion, even though I knew he’d 
have killed Bob had I not done it. Never- 
theless, it isn’t pleasant to remember that 
night and for the rest of my life it will 
be something I am going to have to work 
at to live down. 

But I know I can do it now because I 
have Bob. And I have other friends too. 
Arthur Brickell for one ... oh, he was a 
broken man when everything was revealed 
to him. I’d hated poor Donna, and it was 
part of my punishment that I had to tell 
everything in the investigation that fol- 
lowed. It was a terrible blow to her father. 
But I found out then, just because you 
have a few bad breaks in life doesn’t mean 


that it goes on forever. 
It was Mr. Brickell who came forward 


to save me from the reform school. “This 
girl has suffered enough,” he said. “I 


thought I was helping her by taking her 
I’ve been a foolish man 
going on 


into my home... 
for I didn’t know what was 
there.” He smiled wryly. “It’s been a case 
of the shoemaker’s daughter going without 
shoes.” 

That part of the investigation was con- 
ducted behind closed doors. Bob sat be- 
side me, holding my hand. He told how 
he’d worried about me, knowing Walter 
Rawson’s reputation and followed us to 
the cabin. Walter has been placed under 
arrest on an assault charge. 

I’m still at the Brickells. I still wait on 
Donna, but I don’t mind it now. I chose 
to do it of my own free will. Mr. Brickell 
offered to pay my expenses while I took a 
business course, but when he told me that 
Donna wanted me to come back, I knew 
I had to do it. I’m glad I did, for I’ve 
found out that helping someone else is a 
wonderful way to feel right with the 
world. She’s ill and very weak these days, 
but she says over and over again... “I'll 
always be thankful, Dorothy, that I found 
out what kind of a man Walter is.” It’s 
been arranged that some childless friends 
will adopt her baby. 

So in this place where I once felt myself 
a prisoner in mind and body, I’ve learned 
what freedom is. It’s believing there are 
decent people in the world. It’s being able 
to love because you’re not afraid any 


more. It’s having a guy like Bob and 
knowing that he loves you too. THE END 





Before The New Baby Comes 


(Continued from Page 51) 

child name the baby, but, of course, this 
could be an added point of disappointment 
if the name chosen by him proves unusable. 

If a mother has a boy and wants a girl, it 
is wise for her to keep her wishes secret 
from the boy. In his manner of thinking, 
the fact that a child of another sex is de- 
sired makes the older child feel that the 
different one (the new one) is better than 


he is. 
That this consideration for the older 
child’s feelings is important has been illus- 


trated in extreme cases where older chil- 
dren suffered permanent physical or psy- 
chological impairments from jealous shock. 

Withal, it is well to remember that a 
feeling of jealousy in the older child can- 
not be entirely averted. A mother must be 
constantly seeking ways and means of keep- 
ing the older child happy about everything 
that’s happened. If not, the older child 
may resort to some form of violence. 

At best, this problem of jealousy in the 
older child is a tough one. It is almost 
inevitable. The new baby is a distinct threat 
to his position. Yet the larger portion of 
the problem will be solved if the mother 
sustains her love for the older child, and 
never ceases to remind him that he is 
loved as much as he was before the new- 
comer arrived on the scene. 
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(Continued from Page 31) 
‘th brown cheeks and dropped upon 
her swelling young breasts. Tears of an- 
¢ 1, of vain regret, and of sorrow for 
the ruin she had brought upon herself. 

Unable to bear my tortured image any 
longer, I uttered a stifled moan and 

witched off the light. Careful to make no 
id, I sneaked back to my room and 
lipped into bed, thinking thankfully that 
nce school was over for the summer, 
\Viama didn’t awaken me before she went 
to work. So I wouldn’t have to go through 

e ordeal of eating breakfast with her, 

ing every second I'd have to leap up 
ind dash to the bathroom. 

[ lay in the cool grayness of dawn 

g as if I were living in a horrible 

tmare. Because how could this awful 

have happened to me? Yet, I knew it 

a nightmare. It was real. And I 

knew how it had happened: J had made 

ppen. Not becoming pregnant, heaven 

But I had made it possible, 

through my reckless desire to strike back 
t Sammy—to get even with him. 

Thinking back to that day, it seemed to 

[ must have been crazy to have done 

hat I did. Maybe I was crazy—with jeal- 

Or I'd have realized the only person 

[ was hurting was me! But why didn’t I 

torturing myself, thinking about it? 

What was done, was done. No matter 

how sorry I was, or how much I wished I 

hadn’t acted so foolishly, I couldn’t change 

had happened. Instead of mooning 

it, | must find a way out of my trou- 

ble, and pretty quick, too, or it would be 
impossible to hide my condition. 

That thought almost made me shriek. 
Because what else had I been doing the 
past two weeks since the onset of morning 
ickness made me realize that I was going 
to have a baby? I mean, what else but 

g to think of a way to escape the con- 
iences of what I had done? I didn’t 
dare tell anyone, or ask anyone what I 
1 do. I didn’t know anything to take 

that would stop me from having my baby. 


Quickly I buried my face in my pillow 
to muffle the groan that burst from me. If 
ld only tell Mama! If I only dared! 
But just to think of it chilled me to the 
bone. Because she would just about kill 
m [ knew her views on sex morality 
mly too well. She had literaily pounded 

em into me all of my life. The first 
vhipping I could remember, I got after 
she caught me tussling with a neighbor 
boy in our backyard. Mama rushed up, 
yanked us apart, and sent my little play- 
mate howling home from a slap on his 
head. But she whipped me with a switch 
until I could hardly stand up. 
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What hurt about as bad as the whipping 
was not understanding what I had done 
that was bad. I don’t remember how Mama 
explained it, if she did. But I'll never for- 
get how much it hurt, or the big welts her 
switch made on my legs and elsewhere. 

That was when I was six. 

From then on, clear on until I entered 
high school, having Mama fly into a fury 
and whip me was a regular part of my 
life. But she punished me for only one 
reason: boys. Nine times out of ten I was 
absolutely innocent of the things she 
charged me with. And for a long time, I 
didn’t even understand what she was really 
talking about. Just to be seen with a boy 
—any boy—even in broad daylight, was 
enough to cause Mama to light in on me 
like Gang Busters. Or if I was a few 
minutes late getting home from school, 
she would accuse me of having loitered 
somewhere—with a boy. And out would 
come that big old razor strop she beat 
me with. 

The worst whipping of all came when I 
was a big girl of thirteen. Mama had al- 
lowed me to attend a party at the home 
of a schoolmate who lived in the neigh- 
borhood. I was excited and thrilled, for it 
was the first party I’d ever been to. And I 
was having a good time, even though I 
couldn’t join the others in dancing because 
I didn’t know how. 

Finally, a brother of the girl for whom 
the party was being given offered to teach 
me. We had taken about three steps when 
Mama arrived to take me home. And see- 
ing me in this boy’s arms, she grabbed me 
away from him and dragged me out of the 
house by my ear. 

I was terribly humiliated. And what a 
pounding I got when we reached home! 
After that I didn’t get invited to any more 
parties. Not that Mama would have let 
me go. And my schoolmates teased me 
unmercifully, most of them. All except 
Sammy Clay, a boy in my class with whom 
I was very friendly. 

“All that was bad, but what hurt me 
most was knowing that my mother did not 
trust me, and seemed to always want to 
believe I’d either done something bad, or 
would, at the first opportunity. 

I know I’m making my mother sound 
pretty awful. But except for her obsession 
about sex, she was very good to me. I 
mean, like buying me all sorts of play- 
things. I had more toys, books, art sets, 
and dolls than anyone I knew. I even had 
my own desk and record player. And 
Mama made my room beautiful, like a 
magazine picture. Of course she made me 
keep my room as neat as a pin at all 
times, which took some of the fun away. 
But it was nice. And Mama always dressed 
me in clothes of the best materials, but 
never fancy or frilly. 

Mama was a widow. She never spoke of 
my father. We lived in a nice five-room 
bungalow. She was a dietician in a local 
hospital. Being a food specialist, she saw 
to it that I always had a properly balanced, 
if not always tasty diet, and was extremely 


careful of my health in other ways. 

But mostly I was lonely and unhappy. | 
lived in constant fear I’d do something to 
displease my mother and get whipped. | 
was afraid of her, afraid of her sudden 
explosions over what seemed to me to be 
trivial infractions of her “rules” about my 
conduct, and even my thoughts when, in 
any way, they had to do with the male 
sex. Why she was like that, I couldn’t 
imagine. The only time I ever dared to 
ask her, I got my face slapped. It was 
none of my business, I was too young to 
understand, some day I’d thank her—that, 
plus the slap, was all I got out of her; 
and I was more perplexed than ever. 

Even more mystifying was her reaction 
to certain physical changes in my body 
as I neared my teens. It seemed to anger 
her that I was growing up; and she made 
me feel that the reason for my rapid de- 
velopment was something sinful in me that 
made me want to be a woman before “my 
time.” 

My mother is tall and rather thin. She 
would be very good looking if she didn’t 
always dress so plainly and look so severe. 
She went to church every Sunday and took 
me with her. It got so I dreaded the Sab- 
bath. because I had to sit through long 
sermons I didn’t understand, and didn't 
dare move, hardly. If I did, when we got 
home, I’d get fussed at, and told I was 
wicked. And every night and morning 
Mama spent a long time on her knees, 
praying. She made me pray too—for the 
Lord to make me a good girl. I mumbled 
the words, but that’s all they were—just 
words I| had to say or get whipped. 

I liked school, but I was unable to be 
gay and carefree like other children, al- 
though I wanted to. I guess I just didn’t 
know how. Besides, I was always scared 
I'd soil or tear my clothes. Most of the 
kids didn’t bother with me. Only one, 
Sammy Clay. seemed to really like me. We 
were both quiet children, and we shared a 
liking for reading, often exchanging favor- 
ite books. We also met once in a while at 
the branch of the Public Library in our 
district. I often thought that if Mama 
knew what a nice, gentlemanly boy Sammy 
was, she wouldn’t mind our being friends. 
But I didn’t even dream of mentioning him. 


At THIRTEEN my body really began to 
fill out, and the more it did, the more 
suspicious of me Mama became. I had to 
account for practically every second of the 
time I was away from home. If I was 
only a few minutes late in returning from 
school, or even the corner grocery, she 
would cross-question me closely and try to 
trick me into admitting I’d been up to 
something I shouldn’t have. And I was 
never allowed out alone after dark. 

At least once a week my mother gave 
me one of her stern lectures about sex. By 
then I knew every detail of how a woman’s 
body was made, and how and why babies 
were conceived—especially how. I dreaded 
those lectures and the warnings which were 
a part of them about what I must never 
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do if I did not want to be disgraced on 
earth and punished as an unclean sinner 
by God in heaven. I came to be revolted 
by the whole subject. To me, sex was 
dirty, evil, degrading. 

The whole thing was directly connected 
with my physical development. I remem- 
ber when my mother finally had to buy 
brassieres for me, how furious she was 
because I needed bigger ones than she 
wore. Even then she got some that were 
really too small. They were so tight I used 
to remove them at school, and once I for- 
got and came home without the one I'd 
worn that morning—and there was no try- 
ing to convince Mama that I'd removed it 
because it was too tight, and not because 
I'd wanted to display the prominence of my 
breasts. Naturally, I got the strap—real 
hard. 

I had hoped that when I entered high 
school, Mama would stop being so darned 
suspicious of me, and let me have a few 
of the privileges enjoyed by other girls of 
my age—and size. But if anything, I had 
even less. I was bitterly disappointed, for 
I had long dreamed of taking part fully in 
the new and fascinating activities that were 
a part of high school life. When I timidly 
asked if I might join a dramatic club, 
Mama looked at me as if I’d lost my mind. 
So I wanted to be an actress. huh? And 
parade around on the stage in next to 
nothing in front of a lot of nasty-minded 
boys? Where in the world did I get such 
low ideas? 

Later, I expressed a desire to try for the 
freshman basketball team. That was out, 
too. Because it seemed like all I wanted 
was to get as near naked as possible and 
prance around and show off myself. Be- 
sides, I’d have to stay after school to prac- 
tice, and how could she know how long I 
really had to stay, Mama demanded. I 
gave up then. 

It was Sammy Clay who made my first 
year in high school bearable. He seemed 
to sense my loneliness and while he was 
really a very attractive-looking boy and 
could have easily found a girl more in the 
swing of things than I. he chose to spend 
his time with me. That helped me feel less 
of a dope, and it certainly salved my pride, 
for we were quickly earmarked as a “Mr. 
and Mrs.” couple. 

I already liked Sammy very much, but 
during that year when everything was so 
dificult for me. I practically fell in love 
with him, dreamed of him at night. made 
up day dreams in which we had the kind 
of romance I’d read about so much in books 
and finally got married and lived happily 
ever after. 

Because he was so loyal to me, despite 
the open way other girls flirted with him, 
I assumed that Sammy felt toward me as I 
felt toward him. Yet, the only time we 
were together was at school, and we never 
even held hands, even though there were 
plenty of opportunities to do a lot more 
than that, as other couples did, even in 
study hall, where a teacher was always 
present. 


The summer following my first year in 
high school was dreadfully dull, Mama got 
me a job helping in the diet kitchen, where 
she could keep her eye on me, I suppose. | 
didn’t mind the work. It wasn’t hard, just 
monotonous. I made few friends. In fact, I 
quickly got the name of being hinckty be- 
cause of the way I wouldn’t warm up to 
any of the boys and young men among the 
help. The truth was, of course, I acted 
as I did in pure self protection. Because 
Mama watched me like a hawk—even 
checked on the time I took when I went to 
the rest room. And every once in a while 
she would follow me, to make sure that is 
where I really went. All in all, it wasn’t 
exactly a happy summer and I was very 
glad when school started again. 

I don’t know how Sammy spent the 
summer, but he was changed in a way | 
can’t explain. He was just a little too 
cordial, for one thing. And not only to 
me, but, apparently, to everyone. We still 
were together a lot, but frequently he 
would leave me to go join a group of kids, 
and I would watch him laughing and talk- 
ing, with a feeling I thought was jealousy. 

However, I didn’t know what jealousy 
was until, a few weeks after school started, 
Sammy was elected president of the soph- 
omore class. and also secretary of the Stu- 
dent Council. I was surprised, but elated 
and proud that his fine qualities had been 
recognized. But I soon found that the 
Sammy I had known and the Sammy who 
so suddenly had become a big wheel in 
student affairs, were far from the same. 

I will say for him that at first he tried 
to drag me along as he was pulled into 
the swirl of various activities in which 
previously he had seemed uninterested. 
Maybe everything would have turned out 
differently for me if I had been able to 
follow him. But I couldn’t. And I had 
too much pride to explain why. Or maybe 
I was just ashamed to reveal that my 
mother still treated me like a child. 

I don’t know what Sammy thought when 
I hung back, as I did, for he never men- 
tioned it. But it was then he began to 
really drift away from me. And it was 
then I really learned what it felt like to 
be jealous. It was bad enough just to see 
him talking with other girls. But it was 
like being stabbed in the heart to see how 
he was falling for one of them named Janis 
Parris, particularly because she had a rep- 
utation for being “fast.” I pretended not 
to notice as they were seen more and more 
together, and not to hear remarks some of 
the girls made which obviously I was in- 
tended to hear, which cut me to the quick. 
Like, “Miss Sun Bonnet Sue has lost her 
man because she can’t and Janis can!” 

And worse. 

I couldn’t stand that. I had to do some- 
thing. Somehow, I had to become accept- 
able, wanted. And I thought maybe if I 
looked a little less drab, it might help. So 
I bought a tube of lipstick, and a compact, 
which I left in my school locker so Mama 
wouldn’t know I was using makeup, for she 
considered “painting up” sinful. And I 
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scrubbed my face every day before I left 
school to be sure of removing every sign of 
lipstick and powder. 

Apparently my “new look,” as frail as it 
was, made some of the boys at least notice 
me. One in particular, a junior named 
Gregg Locke, started speaking to me, and 
then sitting beside me during study hour 
and walking with me between classes. 

I didn’t think so much of Gregg at 
first, maybe because he was completely un- 
like Sammy, being big and rugged and not 
especially good looking, where Sammy was 
slender, rather elegantly built, and was 
definitely a dreamboat. 

But Gregg was nice despite his some- 
times boisterous manner. He wasn’t big in 
athletics, but he was a letter man. His big 
trouble was his school work, in which he 
just barely eased by. Although he was a 
year ahead of me, I was able to help him 
with his studies. I suspected that was what 
kept him interested in me, but I didn’t care, 
for being a part of a “couple” was much 
better than being a “solitary.” 

After we started going together steady, 
my main difficulty was trying to keep from 
telling Gregg why I refused to date him 
outside of school. 

“You know, Sue,” he grumbled one day 
after I’d refused his invitation to a movie 
that night, “if you don’t like me enough to 
go out with me, I don’t see why you team 
up with me at school. You act like you’re 
gold or something.” 

“It’s not that,” I replied. 

“Then what is it?” he demanded, sound- 
ing sore. “You still torching for your ex?” 

“If you are speaking of Sammy Clay,” I 
told him stiffly, “the answer is N-O, no!” 

“Well, you dated him, didn’t you?” he 
asked. 

“You ask too many questions,” I flared, 
tears smarting in my eyes. 

“Well, if you dated him, I don’t see 
why——” he began hotly. 

“T didn’t say I dated him,” I exclaimed. 

“And you didn’t say you didn’t!” he 
countered angrily. 

Knowing that I was going to cry, I 
turned and hurried away to keep him from 
seeing my tears. But he ran after me, and 
said contritely, “Good grief, Sue! What’s 
wrong? Did I say something wrong? Gosh, 
Sue, I wouldn’t hurt your feelings for a 
million, honest!” 

“You just don’t understand,” I wailed, 
scrubbing at my eyes with my hanky. 

“Well, okay, okay.” Gregg exclaimed 
soothingly, “I won’t bring up the subject 
again. Because Sue—I really like you, 
honey. And it kills me to see you crying. 
Please don’t be mad at me, huh?” 

Gregg’s distress, his concern, his avowal 
of liking did what his anger would never 
have done—made me blurt out about my 
mother, and that she wouldn’t let me have 
anything to do with boys. 

“Gee, kid,” Gregg said sympathetically, 
when I had finished, “that’s really tough. 
If I'd known about it, I wouldn’t have 
pestered you about dates.” 

“You—you still like me?” I asked. 


He grinned, his honest, homely face 
lighting up. “I’ve been gone on you since 
the first week you entered school, last 
year,” he confessed. “But you were all tied 
up with Sammy, and I didn’t figure I had a 
chance. How about it Sue? How do I rate 
with you?” 

“Tops!” I exclaimed. And right then, I 
meant it. An hour later when I saw Sammy 
and Janis off in a corner of study hall, 
saw her nibble at his ear while she was 
pretending to whisper into it, I knew I 
still wanted Sammy, and that he, not 
Gregg, was really tops with me. And if 
thoughts could have killed, mine would 
have destroyed that Janis Parris right then 
and there! 

A couple of days later I was standing 
before a mirror in the rest room gingerly 
applying lipstick when a group of girls, in- 
cluding Janis, crowded in and after they 
had lighted cigarettes, one of them re- 
marked, “Oh-oh! Look out, Janis! A cer- 
tain somebody is putting on war paint! 
Does that mean she’s taken off that Sue- 
square bonnet, maybe?” 

And Janis, hands on hips, blew smoke 
my way and replied, “Ho, ho and ho. Very 
funny. But she’s got to take off plenty more 
than that four-cornered bonnet to win this 
war—if you grasp my meaning, dearie!” 

The other girls cackled loudly, while my 
face grew hot and I burned to whirl around 
and claw the silly smirk off Janis’ face. But 
I pretended not to have heard and walked 
out as though none of them existed. But I 
was so angry and so mortified, I could have 
curled up and died! How could Sammy 
have been hooked by that wicked girl? 

The bell for my last class rang and I 
went to it, but I was so upset I didn’t even 
realize it had ended until the kids started 
pouring noisily out of the classroom. I 
stalked out and went straight home, my 
mind still seething. 


V 7HEN I ENTERED our house, Mama 

was sitting in the living room, still in 
her starched white uniform, which meant 
she had just gotten home. As I passed 
toward my bedroom I muttered, “ ’Lo, Ma- 
ma,” and kept going. I had only taken a 
couple of steps when her voice cracked 
like a whip as she called, “Susan!” 

I stopped, scared almost out of my wits, 
and turned back to face her with, a 
frightened, “Yes, Mam?” 

“Come here!” 

I obeyed hastily, dread rising in me like 
a storm cloud. What had I done this time? 

Mama’s face was tight and hard as she 
stared at me. Then she got up from her 
chair and raised her hand and rubbed it 
across my lips, then looked at the red smear 
that had come off on her fingers. 

My heart dropped like an apple into a 
bucket of ice water as I remembered with 
sickening dismay that I’d forgotten to wash 
off my lipstick before I left school! The 
next thing I knew I was down on the floor, 
my ears ringing from the hard slap Mama 
had hit me. 

As I peered fearfully up at her, my arms 
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protectively in front of my face, she glared 
at me like she hated me. Then in a voice 
that sent shivers through me, she snapped, 
“Get up from there and march straight 
to your room and take off your clothes— 
every stitch!” 

[ crawled away a few feet, then stumbled 
up and ran to my room. I felt like a 
trapped animal and gazed wildly about, 
seeking escape. There was none. The win- 

vas closed and there was no lock on 
my door. For a few seconds I stood trem- 
bling, unable to think, much less move. 
Then a rush of weakness flooded through 
me and | fell across my bed and began 
obbing loudly. 

From the doorway Mama yelled, “Shut 
up that sniveling and get your clothes off, 
like I told you!” Then, before I could 
make myself move, she screamed, “So now 


you won’t mind me at all, huh?” and ran 
to me and ripped my dress all the way 
down the back. I rolled over frantically, 
trying to get away, but she grabbed my 
feet and dragged me off the bed, then tore 


the rest of my Cress off and slapped me 
» hard I saw stars as I fell to the floor. 
As I lay there, half stunned, Mama’s 


strap swished and bit into my bare flesh 
like a krife of fire, and I screamed and 
tried to get up, but that strap flew at me 


curling around my body and hurting 
me so badly I reeled, then it slashed again, 
ind I sank down, not only on the floor, but 
1 bottomless blackness .. . 

When I came to, I was in my bed and 
it was dark outside and my body felt: like 
it had been cut to ribbons. I shuddered 
and began to cry, not only because of my 
pain, but because I felt lost, helpless, 
abused, and I wished that I would die 
; ind in my dark fancies, I did die, and 
saw myself in a casket, while my mother 

beside it, hard faced, stoney-eyed 
ind I hated her! 

[ couldn’t return to school for a week, 
spending most of the time in bed. Mama 
treated the welts and cuts she had 
ade on my flesh, and I knew that she was 
sorry she had beaten me so severely. It 
her eyes when she looked at me— 
an unspoken plea for forgiveness. And I 
knew she was deeply hurt by the way I 
trembled and cowered when she came near 
me. But for weeks I would hardly speak 
to her, and even after some of my fear of 
her subsided, I still pretended to be ter- 
rified of her. That was the only way I 
could strike back at her. 

Perhaps she was trying to make up with 
n she gave me permission to attend 


stood 


silently 


r 


was In 


me whe 
1 school picnic late that spring. And even 
more remarkable to me, she did not utter 
a single warning about boys! 
icnic was on a Saturday, a bright 
We all met at school and went 
in cars and busses to the picnic grounds, 
were in a thickly wooded area a few 
miles from town. Gregg was my escort. 
Sammy, I noted, was with Janis—in the 
that Gregg and I were on. I 
carefully avoided looking in their direc- 
tion, but hatred was in my heart. 
66 


, 
sunny day. 


1 


same bus 


I thought I was hiding what I was feel- 
ing, but I knew differently when Gregg 
said quietly, “Hey, Sue—remember me?” 
I looked at him blankly, not understanding 
at first what he meant. 

“I’m sorry,” I said with a nervous laugh. 
“T guess I was day-dreaming or some- 
thing.” 

“Yeah,” Gregg agreed dryly, “I guess 
you were. Aren’t you ever going to get 
over that guy?” 

“Which guy?” I demanded, smiling at 
him, and laying my hand on his. ”You 
mean Gregg Locke?” 

Gregg’s hand tightened around mine. “I 
hope you never get over him!” he whis- 
pered. “Not ever!” 

“Maybe I won't,” I replied softly, squeez- 
ing his hand in return, not knowing how 
prophetic my words were. 

I had spoken and acted like that know- 
ing that Sammy had been covertly watching 
us, and when Gregg, emboldened, slid his 
arm aroud me, I nestled against him and 
had the sweet satisfaction of seeing Sammy 
scowl in my direction! So I nestled even 
closer to Gregg, and to my surprise, it felt 
wonderful! 

It was a nice picnic, with lots of food 
and a program of athletic events and 
games. While these were going on, a few 
couples eased away from the crowd and 
vanished into the woods, including Sammy 
and Janis. And a few minutes later, Gregg 
and I. 

Gregg put his arm around me the minute 
we got out of sight of the others, and then 
he tried to kiss me, but I pushed him away 
impatiently. I wasn’t even thinking about 
him, but about Sammy and Janis, and I 
said the first thing that came to my mind, 
which was, “Oh, don’t! Not here!” 

We started walking again, with Gregg’s 
arm still around me, his fingers tight on 
my shoulder. Soon, as we followed a turn 
in the faint path we’d been following, we 
saw Sammy and Janis in a small glade off 
to one side, locked in a passionate em- 
brace, and we stopped. even though Gregg 
tried to keep going, to pass on by. 

“Whoo-wee!” he exclaimed in a low, 
excited voice as the couple sank from our 
view in the high grass. 

I turned away abruptly. shocked, sick at 
heart—yet deeply stirred with some strange, 
dark emotion as I pictured what was going 
on in that glade only a few hundred feet 
away. I was still caught in its spell when 
Gregg pulled me roughly into his arms and 
kissed me. I felt myself go limp as fiery 
sensations spread through me such as I 
had never experienced before. For a few 
seconds panic countered that undulating 
wave of fire which was rising in me, then 
it was engulfed, destroyed in a terrific 
sheet of flame on whose incandescent wings 
I soared, up, up... into the crimson 
heart of ecstacy! 


And now, two months after that shatter- 
ing experience, I lay in my bed at dawn, my 
heart a lump of ice as I tried desperately 
to figure a way out of the consequences 


of those passion-hazed few minutes with 
Gregg. He had been my last hope. But 
when I had tried to telephone him a few 
days after I became certain of my preg. 
nancy, the operator informed me the line 
had been discontinued. Then I wrote to 
him by special delivery and within a few 
days my letter was returned with a post 
office notation that the addressee had 
moved, leaving no forwarding address. 

Again the urge to tell Mama of my 
plight rose to my mind. I had no one 
but her to turn to. But I knew I couldn’t. 
What had happened to me was exactly 
what she had been warning me about all 
my life. And what difference did it make 
that I hadn’t meant to be bad? Until Gregg 
had crushed me into his arms, I’d never 
even been kissed before. How could I have 
known the pent-up forces of my woman’s 
body would respond so fiercely as to make 
me forget everything else? If Mama had 
only warned me about that—about my own 
sex instincts—about my own emotional re- 
actions when the sex of my own body was 
aroused. Then I might have guarded 
against myself. 

But Mama hadn’t done that. She had 
warned me against what boys would try 
to do to me, not what / might myself want 
to do with them! Oh, what was the use of 
going over all that? None. It was like 
spilled milk. I felt hot tears sliding down 
my cheeks as the cold weight on my heart 
grew heavier and heavier. I remembered 
the terrible beating I’d gotten the day I 
forgot to wash off my lipstick before I 
came home from school, and it made me 
shudder violently. It also made me know 
once and for all that I dared not tell Mama 
I was pregnant. If she had almost killed 
me for so small a thing as lipstick, what 
would she do to me if she knew I was 
going to have a baby? 

Lost in my worried thoughts, I had not 
noticed that it was getting lighter, that a 
ray of early morning sun was creeping un- 
der the window blind. Or that from the 
kitchen came the faint sounds of Mama 
getting her breakfast. The reality of her 
presence aroused conflicting feelings in 
me: The first was expectation of the relief 
that would come when she left for her 
work. The second was a deep-down yearn- 
ing for her love, for the comfort of her 
arms, which I had not known since I was 
a little tot. Why didn’t she love me like 
other mothers seemed to love their chil- 
dren? What had I ever done—until now 
—to make her so cold and distant—prac- 
tically a stranger? 

Those unanswered, unanswerable ques- 
tions tore a sob from deep within me which 
hurt like the slash of a knife; and my very 
heart seemed to break. Quickly I pressed 
my face into my pillow to keep my mother 
from hearing my shuddering sobs. And I 
wished that I was dead. 

I don’t know when Mama left the house. 
At some time later I became aware that 
there were no longer any sounds that indi- 
cated she was still at home. I stayed in 
bed for a while longer, to make sure she 
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was gone. then got up. knowing what I was 
going to do. For without having conscious- 
iy realized it. I had found the means of 
scape from my grim trap. 

| went to my desk and sat down and 

yrote a long letter to Mama. In it I 
poured out the distress of my soul, if such 
athing is possible. The words, the thoughts 
came flowing out of me as though someone 
dse guided the hand that held my pen. I 
told my mother what had happened, and I 
ried to tell her why. As I wrote, I felt a 
curious peace, a calming of the torment 
yhich had raged within me ever since I 
frst knew for sure that I was going to have 
achild. So at the end of my letter I was 
able to truthfully write that despite every- 
thing, I loved her, and I begged her for- 
giveness both for what I had done and 
what I was going to do. When I finished 
my letter, I signed it, and took it into 
Mama’s room, and placed it on her dress- 
ing table. 

Then I went to the bathroom, and 
opened the medicine cabinet and removed 
the bottle of sleeping pills that Mama some- 
times took when she suffered from insom- 
nia. As I shook a number of the little white 
tablets into my hand, I remembered that 
Mama’s inability to had begun 
shortly after she had given me that terri- 
ble whipping, and that she had mentioned 
that a doctor- at the hospital where she 
worked had given her the pills. I remem- 
bered all that because Mama had warned 
me not to ever touch them, that they were 
barbital, and dangerous; and that an over- 
dose could be fatal. 


slee» 


WONDERED how many of the harm- 

less-looking pellets would be an over- 
dose. I counted what I had in my palm: 
Twelve. Surely that was enough. I set the 
bottle on the top of the wash bowl, drew a 
glass of water, and used it to wash down 
the pills, four at a time. Then I went 
slowly back to my room and got into bed. 
I didn’t feel anything. I waited what 
seemed a long time, and only gradually 
did I even become a little drowsy. I was 
on the verge of going to the bathroom 
to take more of the sleeping drug when a 
great lassitude crept over me. Then I 
floated away, as though on a downy cloud 
and my last conscious memory was of a 
thought-prayer, asking God to forgive me 
my sins .. . including this final one of 
. self murder . 
I was having a wonderful dream, or else 
Iwas in heaven. Because only in a dream 
or in heaven could there be such celestial 
singing as I was hearing, faintly, as though 
it was drifting to me from afar. The song 
was somehow familiar, yet I couldn’t re- 
member why. I could hear its melody, but 
couldn’t quite hear the words. Then the 
sound faded away and [ felt myself slip- 
ping back into the smothering blackness 
from which I seemed to have floated up 
for a few seconds . . . But I kept hear- 
ing a blurred voice beating against the 
Wavering dark mists into which I was 
sinking; and after a while I thought it was 
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becoming clearer . . . and it sounded like 
1 distant voice faintly calling my name, 
though that faraway voice was an invisible 
Su-san, Su—san . .. and gradually, as 
though that faraway voice was an invisible 
chain, it seemed to drag me slowly upward 
through the shadowy world where I was 
ispended until the darkness became first, 
ombre gray, then grew paler . . . until 
last I could sense a great brightness 
mewhere far above me, and now I could 
clearly the voice which called me 
and it was Mama’s voice! But—how 
ould that be? I didn’t know, but it was! 
(nd behind the last thin layer of the 
1isty stuff in which I was enveloped, I 
ild dimly perceive her features, even 
igh they seemed to waver, like a re- 
ction in moving water... 
‘She’s coming out of it,” a man’s voice 
ited, “and I think you get the credit, 
Mrs. Watson. You literally called her 
ck from the very brink of death.” 
“7 didn’t,” Mama’s voice replied thank- 
illy. “It was God, Doctor.” 


And as long as I live, I will believe that 

as God who saved me when all of the 
edicines, equipment and skilled physi- 
ns at the great hospital where Mama 
irked, had failed. It was God, answering 
\iama’s prayers, which had begun the in- 
tant she found me unconscious on my bed 
hours after I'd swallowed what ought 

to have been a fatal dose of the sleeping 


irug 

[ was a real sick girl for three days 
fter I regained consciousness. But I was 
1 real happy girl, too. Because no matter 
| when I awakened, Mama was at my side, 
1 ind best of all, there was love shining in 
| 


her eyes, and tenderness in her voice. And 
ometimes she would croon the lullaby I’d 
heard when my life hung in balance— 
ne she hadn’t sung to me since I was 
littlke more than a baby. And listening to 
er deep contralto softly intoning those 
half-forgotten words, I knew that Mama 
lid love me—now. But had it taken my 
effort at suicide to re-awaken that love? 
\iama answered that question for me as 
yon as she felt I was strong enough to talk 
ibout my pregnancy. Until then I had 
lreaded having her bring up the subject. 
“About—about your baby.” she began 
lifidently. “It’s—it’s all right, Susan. 
Mother is going to stand by you! It’s not 
ing to make any difference in your life. 
(nd don’t you get it into your head that 
u are disgraced. I’m going to get a job 
in another state. You can have your baby 
there, in a private hospital. I’ve got it 
ill planned out. And no one will ever know 
yur child will be—illegitimate. How does 
that sound?” 
| “Wonderful!” I exclaimed, gazing into 
anxious face wonderingly, happily. “I 
thought you would—would just about kill 
1e when you found out. That’s why—” 
“IT know,” Mama said. “When I read 
our letter I knew a lot of things I ought 
have known all along.” She halted, and 
wiped at her eyes, then smiled mistily. 
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“T’ve got to tell you something I hoped 
I'd never have to, darling. You see... 
the same thing that has happened to you, 
also happened to... me! Only I was 
disgraced. In the little town where I was 
reared, anything like that couldn’t be kept 
a secret. And—and my mother put me out 
of our house. And—and—” 

Mama broke down and cried then, and 
it was I who comforted her this time, put- 
ting my arms around her, and kissing 
her. She recovered quickly, and went on 
bravely. “It was just awful, dear. People 
whispering about me, making cruel re- 
marks ...I1 had no money, nowhere to 
go to. You were born in the charity ward 
of the local city hospital.” 

Mama paused and drew a deep breath 
then went on, “And from that day, I re- 
solved that my baby would never go 
through what / went through. It was an 
obsession with me I guess. I was so afraid 
for you that I acted like an unloving step- 
mother or something, while all the time I 
loved you so much, I’d have given my life 
for you! And—and I hope you can find 
it in your heart to forgive Mother. dear.” 

“Of course I can—and I do!” I cried, 
hugging her tightly. “But let’s don’t ever 
talk about the past again. It’s only the 
future that counts, isn’t it?” 

Mother nodded, her eyes shining with 
happy tears. “And with God’s help,” she 
told me tenderly, “it’s going to be a good 
future!” 

And so it has been. Gregg and I have 
three children now. and happiest of all is 
Mama in her role of doting grandma. 
Gregg’s folks had moved away suddenly 
when his father was transferred to another 
city in his work as a union organizer. But 
Gregg loved me. and wouldn’t be satisfied 
until he came back to see if I was all 
right. And with his parents’ consent, we 
were married. 

My hope is, that in writing my story, a 
few mothers here and there may find a les- 
son in it—as my mother did. And as did I! 


THE END 





Are You A Faithful Mate? 


(Continued from Page 7) 

17. Do you think that civilized people 
should not take offense if their partner 
engages in occasional extra-marital ex- 
periences (so long as it has otherwise 
been a satisfactory marriage ) ? 
a b c d 
18. Do you believe that no one who loves 

his mate would ever engage in an ex- 

tra-marital relationship? 

a b c d 








19. Do you believe that anyone who really 

wishes to be faithful will always be so? 

a b c d 

20. In your judgment, a faithful mate is 
one who usually observes his marriage 
vows? 


a b c d 








The Mayor Of Melody 


(Continued from Page 19) 


self, and there were plenty of roug 
patches on the road to that open door, by 
Joe Adams proved that America doesn} 
operate a closed door policy on anyon 
because of race. 

Soon to celebrate his seventh year with 
Los Angeles radio station KOWL, one of 
the most important independent radio sta 
tions in the United States, Joe is also the 
top Negro disc jockey in the West and 
one of the most popular in the nation. He 
was the first Negro disc jockey in the 
West, first to have his own television pro. 
gram, the first Negro to serve on the 
announcing staff of a major network, ap 
pearing on NBC for nearly two years, and 
a number of other firsts. 

But firsts should come naturally to Joe, 
His dad, Arthur F. Adams, for 14 years 
was the first and only Negro salesman a 
a major Los Angeles department store, the 
well known Eastern-Columbia. He went 
from there to Gold’s Furniture store, where 
he is a stockholder as well as sales man. 
ager, a pioneer in his own field. 

When Joe graduated from high school, 
he had prepared himself for his radio 
career. He would listen every chance he 
could to his idol of the air waves, Knox 
Manning, absorbing his fine diction, prae- 
ticing for hours at a time to perfect his 
own pronunciation and voice control. He 
was ready, but the radio stations weren't! 

And then came his stint with the military 
service. For one—no, two—things he was 
grateful about this period of his life. He 
served in the 332nd Fighter Group, the first 
all-Negro troupe which commanded such 
great respect all over the world, under 
General Benjamin O. Davis, Jr., a Captain, 
then rapidly Major and Colonel during 
Joe’s service under him. Joe is grateful for 
the opportunity of knowing this great mili 
tary man, the second Negro general in the 
United States, preceded only by his father, 
General Davis, Sr. 

Joe Adams is also grateful for what at 
the time seemed a great misfortune. He 
was stationed originally in Tuskegee, Ale- 
bama, and after his painstaking hours of 
studying fine diction, he promptly picked 
up a Southern drawl which clung to him 
like Southern molasses! It took hard work 
and months of practice to loose this drawl, 
because the mimicry at which Joe is 9 
adept had backfired and it seemed a perma 
nent part of him. But this was to provide 
a lasting friendship and source of satis 
faction years later when he worked with 
screen actress Gloria Graham on her South 
ern accent for her Academy award winning 
performance in the film, “The Bad and the 
Beautiful.” Yes, Joe Adams, whom many 
of his listeners have thought to be an Eng 
lishman from his perfect almost British 
enunciation, coached a movie star for a2 
Academy award performance in a Southem 
drawl which it had taken him months t0 

lose, himself! 
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Now known throughout the nation as 
KOWL’s popular “Mayor of Melody.” Joe 
didn’t think he’d ever get started in radio 
when he came home to Los Angeles after 
his military service. It brought back his 
high school teacher’s warning of a closed 
door when he tried to go to a special radio 
training school. On the phone, his appli- 
cation would be accepted, but when he'd 
go to the school, there would suddenly be 
no room for a single additional student. 
This was repeated over and over again. 
Here. too, it was agreed by those in charge 
that radio wouldn’t open the door to any- 
one of Joe’s race. It was a source of satis- 
faction to the man who proved this wasn’t 
so to stop one of those same schools from 
advertising recently, “Joe Adams received 
his training here!” 

Gradually, Joe began to inch his way 
into radio on his own. He would go to a 
nightclub owner and talk him into a re- 
mote—a broadcast coming directly from 
the night club. He was such a persuasive 
talker that he soon was doing five of these 
remote broadcasts a night, hopping dizzily 
from one small club to another, not making 
any money to speak of, but getting that 
much needed experience. In fact, he spent 
most of what he earned on these small 
broadcasts getting from one club to the 
other, and drove a truck during the day 
for that same Gold’s Furniture. 

He had a chance to earn a few extra 
dollars by driving that truck one Fourth 
of July, and had the radio tuned in, listen- 
ing to the “granddaddy of the disc jock- 
eys.” Al Jarvis. Jarvis was talking about 
the American way, and the rights of all in 
the tradition of our nation, and making 
quite a speech about equality for all. On 
impulse, Joe drove that truck right up to 
the radio station and talked his way in to 
see A] Jarvis, just going off the air. 

Joe poured his heart out to the dean 
of Los Angeles radio personalities, and 
told of his ambitions, his yearning for a 
chance to really work in radio. And he 
pleaded for the opportunity to work and 
learn from Jarvis. Al Jarvis wasn’t talking 
idle words that day on the air. He heard 
Joe out, and he gave Joe his chance, to 
learn, to work, to at least come within 
knocking distance on that magical door to 
radio. And within two months, Joe Adams 
was serving as Al Jarvis’ producer, and he 
did more than work, he absorbed every 
bit of experience, learning constantly, 
working continuously, so that he would 
uly be ready when his opportunity came. 

After several years, Jarvis sat down with 
Joe and told him he was firing him. Not 
because he didn’t want him—but because 
he felt Joe was ready to go onward, on to 
being a real personality on his own, not 
hidden behind another man’s shadow. Joe 
has always appreciated that push which 
Al Jarvis gave him, although at the time, 
itseemed his career was being interrupted. 
For back to the remotes, back to the knock- 
ing on doors which remained closed. All 
except one door where he didn’t bother to 
knock, he was sure it was useless. 
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when they asked 
me to model... 


> ” a 
) SAYS SAIESGII! 
7 Department Manager said my 

smooth complexion passed the cam- 


Me era close-up, I thanked Black and 
White Vanishing Cream. Glad I 
ss listened to the professional model 
who advised me to use this won- 


J 
derful cream as a make-up base.” 


Eleanor Pembleton 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
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“Was I thrilled ... and when our 

Yes, you can beautify 
+k your complexion the 
same way professional 
models do with Black and 
White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t 
cause blackheads), actu- 
ally checks skin oiliness. 
Make-up looks fresher, 
skin feels softer. 







Remove make-up with Black 
and White Cleansing Cream. 
Soften skin with Black and 
White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 











@ For face powder that 
clings like mist, 
lipstick that stays 
on and on, 

look for the name 
Black and White 
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ADDRESS MEN WANTED 
colored—overseas employment. World 


5 fe} 7 CARDS wide, many skills, travel paid. Send $1 
AT MOPAE HA for list of jobs open, locations and who 
Pa to contact, to Allen, Box 484, Great 


FFF 500 MAGIC MONEY-MAKING 


KITS FOR MEN WHO WILL 
WEAR AND SHOW mcxscre SUITS! 


MEASURE 
























Earn Cash—Get Suits 
...in Just Spare Time 

Get this big Sample Case and 
magic money-making Outfit— 
FREE! Earn up to $30.00 ina 
day in just spare hours—easy 
—plus your own made-to-mea- 
sure suits without paying even 
one penny! Just show sensa- 
tional values in fine tailored 
suits and coats to friends, 
neighbors, fellow-workers, and 
take their orders. BIG CASH 
PROFITS in advance for you, 
and yourown suits to wear and 
show without a cent of cost. 
Everything FREE! No Experience— 

No Tailoring Knowledge Needed 
We send you everything —absolutely FREE — to 
start you making money and getting your own fine 
made-to-measure suits at once—a big professional- 
looking Sample Case with over 100 samples, full- 






STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. X-964 ! 
532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, il. 

Please rush ABSOLUTELY FREE the valuable Sample : 
Case with suit fabrics and style display. Include instruc- I 
tions, money-making plans and details for getting my own 
suits without paying one cent. 








color style display, and complete equipment and Nome pon 
money-making plans. Don’t wait! This opportunity 
is limited. Mail the coupon NOW! Address 





Rcnmanes 


STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. X-964 
532 S. Throop Street - Chicago 7, Illinois 





Low 





69 





And that was the door which opened and 
nvited Joe Adams in! A new radio station 
had begun, KOWL., which was owned by a 
pugnacious little Irishman and a singing 
cowboy. The cowboy was Gene Autry, and 
he first time Joe met him, he ran smack 
nto him coming out a door and knocked 

n down. A fine way to meet your new 

The Irishman was a man named 
Arthur Kroghan who loved to be told he 
ildn’t do anything. so he could prove 
he could! And at that time he was proving 
ould take a small radio station and 
nade it heard all over the United States! 
He had an idea that special programming 
for so-called minority groups would pay 
and by golly. he was going to try it. 
He had programs beamed toward the 
large Mexican-American segment of the 
thern California populace, and foreign 
nguage shows in Jewish, in Japanese, 
bian. and half a dozen other tongues. 
(nd now. he was looking for a personality 
d especially at the huge Negro listen- 
g audience. and he didn’t care if it had 
been done before. he was going to 
1 good Negro radio personality. 
he sent for Joe Adams. And Joe be- 
nearly seven years ago with a daily 
ialf hour program, the first Negro in the 
West to have a regularly scheduled pro- 
to be on the staff of a radio station. 
How successful he has been can be meas- 
by his daily air time. a half hour 
orning program six days a week devoted 
piritual music, a daily show from noon 

:30 playing the best popular music, 
d in the summer from an hour to two 

rs of music, strictly for dancing in the 
late afternoons. These shows are all virtu- 
illy sold out. mostly to national sponsors. 
Joe Adams programs are what is called 
emium” in radio—there is an extra cost 
er and above regular time cost to spon- 
anything from a minute to an hour on 

his shows, because he is so popular. 

In the pleasant home of Joe Adams and 

gracious and lovely wife, Emma. is his 

room, and it is literally filled with 
plaques and awards he has received. 
[here are awards from the NAACP and the 
Urban League for the tremendous work he 
has done for these great organizations. 








(wards for his Armed Forces Radio Serv- 
Grrrrrrn A 
; 3 
; For the best in 3 
2 r 
} ROMANCE FICTION 3 
; 3 
; FAN FEATURES} 
: Be sure to READ ; 
$ 3 
3 EVERY MONTH! 
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ices broadcasts beamed into all the farflung 
corners of the earth. From the National 
Safety Council for his campaign on traffic 
safety which he conducted with then Los 
Angeles Traffic Court presiding judge 
Roger A. Pfaff. From the Deputy Auxiliary 
Police for his work with youth organiza- 
tions. From dozens of charitable organiza- 
tions. And schools. And service clubs. And 
armed forces groups. Plaques and letters 
and awards and notices he’s won in polls 
and honors heaped upon honors. 

Perhaps the greatest honor Joe will ever 
receive was accorded him when he cele- 
brated his fifth year with station KOWL, 
shortly after general manager George A. 
Baron took over the station. The Los 
Angeles City Council officially proclaimed 
“Joe Adams Day.” an honor given only 
twice before, once to General Jumes Doo- 
little, once to Dr. Ralph Bunche, never 
even thought of for anyone in the enter- 
tainment world, in this entertainment capi- 
tal of the world! 

Gathered together in the Watkins Hotel’s 
Rubiyat Room were the Governor of the 
State of California, the Mayor of the City 
of Los Angeles and the Council members, 
the Sheriff of the County, and other city 
dignitaries. Present were representatives 
of every leading organization as well as 
the brightest lights of the music business, 
plus press representatives of newspapers, 
magazines, wire services, as well as all the 
leading record companies. Highlight of 
the day was when that busy thorofare 
which slashes across Los Angeles, Adams 
boulevard. was changed for the day to 
JOE Adams boulevard! 

But just as treasured by Joe as that 
official proclamation proclaiming his day 
are the youthfully scrawled letters from 
high schools thanking him for bringing 
wonderful programs to the students for 
special “auditoriums, such as he brought 
the 1.700 students of Jefferson High school 
this month, Joe. more persuasive in person 
than he is on the air, coaxed America’s 
first lady of song, Ella Fitzgerald, the bril- 
liant British pianist George Shearing, and 
the complete Roy Milton Band. all to come 
and perform for a full hour show at 10 
o'clock in the morning, after all worked 
until the wee hours the night before—for 
free, of course. 

And heartwarming are the letters Joe 
Adams receives from servicemen through- 
out the Far East. Joe this spring led a 
troupe of entertainers for a three week tour 
of Korea under the sponsorship of the 
famed Hollywood Coordinating Committee, 
the first Negro to lead such a unit of en- 
tertainers. Such a successful tour was this 
that the Committee has asked Joe to lead 
a similar venture into the European theatre. 

Fans and critics alike across the nation 
are currently raving about the fine job of 
acting Joe Adams turned in in his second 
major motion picture. “Carmen Jones,” in 
the role of the ehampion fighter, Husky 
Miller. The last part cast, and a tremen- 
dously important one, dozens of top per- 
sonalities were tested for this role, including 


the double ex-champ, “Sugar Ray” Robip. 
son. None were convincing enough as , 
glamorous fighter romantic enough to steal 
the love of Dorothy Dandridge from Harpy 
Belafonte in the picture. Otto Preminge 
cooled his heels waiting for Joe to com 
home from his Korean tour to cast him, the 
only star cast without testing, in “Carmey 
Jones.” 

Joe’s handsome more than six feet were 
trimmed down from the Korean trip, but 
he was immediately put into training fo 
the arduous role. Always athletic, the 
work-outs and daily sparring weren’t half 
the hardship on Joe, who did his own ring 
fighting in the picture without a double, as 
was the special diet of beefsteak and beer, 
Joe missed his usual daily malted milk! 

Joe Adams flew to New York for the 
woild premiere of “Carmen Jones,” accom. 
panied by KOWL general manager George 
A. Baron. There Baron gave a fabulous 
party introducing his popular “Mayor of 
Melody” to the cream of New York adver. 
tising agencies. In the Roosevelt hotel, in 
the same room where a week before Presi. 
dent Dwight Eisenhower was entertained, 
225 top account executives and time buyers 
representing 49 agencies, with a radio time 
buying power of $50,000,000, gathered to 
meet the man who was told radio would 
never welcome him. 

More exciting things are in the offing 
for Joe. He recently recorded four tunes 
as a vocalist for Irving Mills, who has 
contracted for a set number of recordings 
this year, to be released on a major record 
label. The persuasive voice which can sell 
radio listeners on the merits of dozens of 
products is capable of selling that “June. 
Moon” to romance hungry music lovers, 
too. 

But with all the success which has come 
to Joe Adams, he hasn’t forgotten the hun- 
gry yearning he had as a lad. It’s true 
he enjoys the fruits of success. His ward- 
robe, automobiles, the lovely things he 
gives the beautiful Emma Adams, the out- 
ward trappings of success are his, and 
of course he gets great pleasure from 
them. But he gets an equally great pleas 
ure from the hundred untold acts and 
gifts he provides others. The help to young 
people—not just entertaining them, but 
actual undisclosed and unpublicized gifts 
and financial aid—the tremendous contri- 
butions he makes, both to organized chari- 
ties and to private individuals. The dozens 
and dozens of talented newcomers he has 
helped toward careers. 

And now, Joe is giving an opportunity to 
hundreds of high school students who also 
have dreams in their eyes for radio. Each 
Saturday afternoon, students from two high 
schools serve as his announcers, are givel 
special awards and scholarships in radio 
training which are being made available. 
Yes, Joe Adams, KOWL’s “Major of Mel 
ody.” found that high school teacher 
wrong. Radio has, indeed, opened the door 
wide for him, and countless others will 
follow in the path he made clear. 

THE END. 
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Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 9) 


fore he left he wanted to marry me and I 
told him I would. My problem is this: He 
left so he could get a job and he said he 
would keep his promise to me, but I haven’t 
heard from him in five months. Before he 
left I gave him my picture and now that I 
want it I have written to him twice for it. 
As yet I haven’t received any letter nor my 
picture. I would like for you to tell me 
what to do. Should I write him again or 


what? Lillie M. G. 


Dear Lillie: 

Obviously the boy is reneging on his 
promises so wise up to that fact and stop 
writing him letters. After all he isn’t the 
only man on earth so don’t make him feel 
that he is. If he wants to marry you he'll 
come home quick enough to be sure you 
still want him. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 18 years old and I have been mar- 
ried twice. My first husband was 19 and 
we couldn’t get along because he was going 
with a 30-year-old woman. That was the 
cause of our divorce. My present husband 
is 19 and we have been married for eight 
months. I am going to have a baby. He 
said he wanted one and so did I. He used 
to stay home before I became pregnant or 
else we went out together. Now that I am 
going to have a baby he goes out all the 
time and leaves me at home. He says he 
loves me but he certainly doesn’t act like it. 
Isaid after the baby comes I am going to 
leave him and get a job. My mother will 
keep the baby. Please tell me what to do 
because I believe he loves me but he is just 
not doing right. Mrs. F. M. 


Dear Mrs. F. M.: 

Give your husband a few more chances 
to adjust to you and the coming baby. Its 
probably more serious to him than it is to 
you because he will give the responsibility 
of supporting both of you. More than like- 
ly the main reason he isn’t taking you out 
is because he feels you should have lots of 
test in your condition. Explain to him that 
you can do most of the things you would 
normally do when you weren’t pregnant. 
Dress neatly and attractively and by all 
means stop thinking that divorce will be the 
answer to your problem. You need your 
husband more at this time than you will 
ever need him again so try to be patient 
with his peculiar behavior. As soon as he 
gets used to the idea that he will soon be- 
come a proud papa things will get back to 
normal again and both of you will be 
quite happy. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

My husband and I have been separated 
for quite a while and now I have met a 
soldier who treats me very nice. My prob- 
lem is that he is married and has two chil- 
dren but they are at home and a long way 
from him. Do you think I am hurting any- 


one by being his girl friend? Or is it me 
that will get hurt? I am falling for him 
quite hard but I didn’t know he was mar- 
ried when we first met. Margie. 


Dear Margie: 

You know he is married now so why be- 
come more involved in an affair which will 
certainly end when he is shipped away from 
the camp near you. Its a hopeless situation 
especially when he frankly lets you know 
he has a family and expects to return to 
them eventually. Try going back to your 
own husband and see how things work out 
from that angle. Maybe a short separation 
period was all you needed to clear up your 
difficulties and can start over again. 
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ing him full in the face with a stinging 
slap. In response, his eyes glittered briefly, 
then he pulled me fiercely to him, forcing 
his lips on mine. 

I struggled, kicked, clawed at his face 
for a long moment, but slowly, inside me, 
flames began burning my being and I clung 
to him desperately for a brief instant be- 
fore he let me go. He pushed me away, 
and the expression of contempt upon his 
rugged features made me cringe inside. 

“All you little spitfires are just alike,” 
he sneered. “All fury and resistance at 
first, but just a bundle of weakness in- 
side.” 

I picked up the heavy ash tray Ken had 
given me for Christmas and hurled it at 
his head with all my strength. He ducked, 
and, of course, it missed. 

He gave a short laugh and remarked off- 
handedly, “My apartment is directly un- 
der yours, cup cake, and when I heard you 
fall and a moan, I cajoled the janitor into 
letting me use the pass key to see if you 
needed help. Ha! You need help. all right, 
but I don’t mean from a doctor.” 

“Get out of here!” I screamed at him. 
“Get out and don’t you dare come back!” 

“Okay, I'll go, but after I'm gone. cup 
cake, take a good look at yourself in the 
mirror. Who would want to come back?” 

With that, he flung himself to the door, 
and slammed it with such force that two of 
my prize pictures went crashing to the 
floor. 

“Oh! Oh! That—That Heel!” I splut- 
tered. “The—the Cad. That Monster!” 
I wept aloud. “That vain. conceited ape!” 

As I started to get up, I caught sight of 
myself in the mirror on the opposite wall 
and stared unbelievingly at my reflection. 
Small wonder he had said what he did 
about not wanting to come back. 

Ordinarily, I am not what some men call 
beautiful, but I had fair. smooth skin; long, 
naturally wavy hair, and many men had 
told me that my eyes were the most fasci- 


nating that they had seen. With a dash of 
cosmetics and a becoming coiffure, I was 
called moderately good-looking. 

“Pll show him,” I vowed, now com- 
pletely burned up. I made a mad rush for 
my bedroom. As I hurried around, selecting 
my most becoming dress, creaming my face, 
and rearranging my hair, I realized with a 
start that I was supposed to be a respect- 
ably-married woman. Yet, I was deliber- 
ately planning to go after another man. 
Momentarily horrified, I stared at myself 
in the mirror, vowed to put the incident 
completely out of my mind, and concen- 
trate on Ken, my husband. 

Good old staid, dependable, respectable 
Ken, who never did anything more excit- 
ing than to take me to the corner movie, 
and after that, to the ice cream parlor a 
block from the apartment. 

Still I longed for the excitement and 
glamor of the most exclusive night clubs, 
the thrill of the races, and the joy of know- 
ing that I was a desirable, tempting woman 
to my escort, whom I pictured to be dash- 
ing, romantic, and handsome. driving an 
expensive car, and wearing the best clothes. 

Ken and I weren’t rich; we were merely 
among the well-to-do section of society in 
our town. We could have lived much more 
luxuriously, as did most of our friends, 
who had lavish apartments, maids, and wild 
parties ever so often. But instead, Ken in- 
sisted upon saving money, dollar after dol- 
lar, to buy some “good stock” in a product 
that I did not understand, nor cared to. 
Life with Ken was uneventful at best; at 
worst, it was a bore. 

The chiming of the clock in the sitting 
room brought me crashing back to reality, 
as I realized that it was four-thirty in the 
afternoon, and I had not even started the 
evening meal. 

Frantically, I finished my make-up job, 
flew into my dress, and rushed to the 
kitchen to prepare a quick meal. Lately, 
it seemed, all my meals were “hurry-up” 
ones. because recently I had spent most of 
my time at home day-dreaming about my 
Prince Charming and about the glamorous 
times he would offer me. More than once 
Ken had been greeted with a makeshift 
dinner, an absent-minded peck on the 
cheek, and a hurried apology about the 
apartment being in such a mess. 

This particular evening, however, it 
seemed that everything thwarted me. The 
eggs fell from the cabinet and broke, the 
rolls burned, and the veal chops were 
stringy, unmanageable, and tough. I cut 
my finger paring potatoes, and burned my 
best cup-towel on the range. Discouraged, 
I thought bitterly, “If Ken wasn’t such a 
stubborn old drag, I wouldn’t be in this 
mess.” 

Straightway, I sat down in the middle of 
the mess and bawled like a baby. The 
tears I shed were tears of frustration and 
longing for the things I couldn’t have in 
life. I was so deeply immersed in my mis- 
ery and self-pity that I didn’t even hear 
Ken as he let himself quietly into the 
apartment. 
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‘Why, Carolyn, honey, what’s wrong?” 
he asked, as he cradled me in his arms as 
if I were a baby and stroked my hair. 

Has something gone wrong?” 

“Oh, go away and leave me alone!” I 
cried. wrenching myself free of him and 
running to the bedroom, slamming the 
door, where I gave myself up to a fit of un- 
controllable weeping. 

Hours later, I heard Ken moving about 

| the kitchen, and from the sound, I could 
tell that he was opening cans. He’ll no 

ibt eat cold beans for supper and never 
mplain, 1 thought venomously. / should 

had my head examined when I mar- 
| that milksop! I got up from the bed, 

id without even bothering to remove the 
races of tears from my face, went into the 
sitting room and plopped disconsolately 
nto the big chair, Ken’s chair. He won't 

v in it tonight, I brooded spitefully as 
[ settled down with a magazine, not car- 

es which page I looked at, nor that the 
magazine was upside down. Ken came in 

| the kitchen, and I stubbornly refused 
face his puzzled eyes and pleading face. 

[ kept my eyes glued on the magazine until 
Ken, after a heavy sigh, turned and went 
the bedroom. Going to bed at nine 

I thought resentfully, the old stick- 


é mud! 
\fter two hours of brooding, I set the 
electric alarm clock for the morning’s rush 


getting Ken off to work, and prepared 
for bed. Ken lay on his side, pretending 
to be asleep, but the rigidity of his body 
belied his effort. I got into bed stiffly, and 
lay tense until Ken’s heavy breathing as- 
sured me he was asleep. Reluctantly, I 
drifted off to sleep with a heavy sense of 
dread for the coming day. 


\ | ORNING CAME, and with it came the 
usual rush. Ken and I were so busy, 
didn’t have time for explanations. We 
acted as normally as usual, except that 
when Ken came to give me the usual good- 
bye kiss, I turned a cool cheek to his lips, 
and with a hurried goodbye, I rushed back 
he kitchen, leaving him standing there 
with a bewildered and pained expression 
on his face. After he had gone, I slowly 
began cleaning up and doing dishes, un- 
eventful things that I had done every day 
of the six years Ken and I had been mar- 
ried 
Through my thick haze of self-pity, to 


to 


my dismay, a ruggedly masculine face kept 
ippearing in my mind’s eye. I pushed the 
thought of the handsome stranger from my 
mind time and time again, but each time 
the mocking face returned, jeering, “What 
you need is help, and not from a doctor.” 


| forgot completely that only yesterday I 
had hated this man, and found myself 
dreaming of how the prickles in my spine 
made goose pimples on my flesh when he 
kissed me. The more I day dreamed, the 

e ashamed | became, and resolutely de- 
cided to read a book, bake a cake. darn 
the socks, anything to stop my mind from 


wandering. 


aD) 
4 


As I settled down half-heartedly to a 
perfectly uninteresting magazine story, a 
raucous car-horn tooted noisily outside. 
Wondering about the disturbance, I rushed 
to the window and looked out. There, in 
the most splendid Cadillac convertible I 
had ever seen, was my dream prince—in 
the person of my tormentor of the previous 
afternoon. I couldn’t help thinking that 
this man had a dream car, when Ken 
wouldn’t even make a down payment on a 
good used automobile, but stubbornly in- 
sisted on riding the trolley three miles to 
work. 

“Hi,” he shouted. “Is it safe for me to 
come up?” 

“T guess so!” I told him, unable to re- 
sist a grin at his appealing boyishness. 

“Okay!” he yelled, “I'll be right up be- 
fore you can count to ten!” Against my 
will, I flew to the dressing table and patted 
my hair into place, and gave myself a quick 
once-over. We'll see who wants to come 
back this time, mister, I thought grimly as 
I noticed with satisfaction that I had never 
looked prettier. Then, with a fleeting, hor- 
rified thought of what the neighbors might 
say, I ran breathlessly to the door to let 
him in. 

Dear God, if I had only realized that I 
was letting in more troubles than Pandora 
let out of her little box, I would have 
closed the door and run for my life. In- 
stead, I composed what I hoped was my 
most dazzling smile, and flung the door 
wide. Just the sight of him made my knees 
go weak. This man was different from all 
other men I had ever known, and I recog- 
nized the danger of the situation in which 
I was placing myself, but I said lightly, 
“My, but we’re in a better mood today. 
Have you inherited a million dollars or 
something?” 

“T just came by, cup cake, to tell you 
how sorry. I am for the way I acted yester- 
day afternoon,” he said, in that peculiar 
husky voice of his that made my heart do 
somersaults. 

“Say, baby,” he went on as I stood 
speechless, “you look like something out of 
wonderland. Aren’t you going to invite me 
in and ask me if I'll have a drink or some- 
thing?” He emphasized the “something.” 
Blushing in embarrassment and feeling 
like a schoolgirl on a forbidden date, I con- 
fusedly invited him to come in and sit down 
while I mixed him a Scotch and soda. 

I’ve got to pull myself together, I thought 
frantically, as I mixed my drink doubly 
strong. 

“My, but that’s a cool convertible you’re 
sporting,” I remarked when the silence 
had become unbearable. 

“The better to ride you in, my dear,” he 
quipped back in his easy fashion. Then: 
“My, what beautiful hair you have,” he 
said, twining his fingers in my hair, draw- 
ing me closer to him—closer—still closer— 
until I couldn’t resist lifting my lips for his 
kiss. The combined effect of the double 
Scotch and the thundering in my own body 
made me forget about Ken, the neighbors, 
the dinner, everything but this madness 





that was flaming through my veins. 

“Darling,” he whispered, caressing my 
eyes, the lobes of my ears and the holloy 
of my throat with his lips, “Darling, we be. 
long together. I love you, cup cake.” 

I moaned, unable to speak, and with a 
little ery I drew his head fiercely down to 
mine and kissed him with all the fervor 
that I possessed. 

“Beautiful eyes—so promising—Darling, 
I love you. Be mine, baby, be mine,” he 
muttered incoherently as his hands began 
to haunt me. 

“No—no,” I gasped. I struggled fran. 
tically, realizing fully what a mess I had 
gotten myself into, and finally succeeded in 
getting up. 

“Listen, mister, I don’t even know your 
name, and I doubt if you even know my 
first name. How could you talk about love 
when I—when—I—” 

“My name is Morris, darling, Morris 
Crawford,” he said, obviously trying to re. 
gain control of himself. “And I fall in 
love as quickly as I do anything else. like 
this—.” and he pulled me roughly to him, 
whispering, “Come on baby, be mine.” 

The touch of him melted all my reserves, 
and | responded to his kiss with an ardor 
of which I never thought myself capable. 
Clinging to him and murmuring incoher- 
ently, my eyes accidentally fell upon the 
clock on the wall. It was 4:30 again, al- 
most time for Ken to come home, and here 
I was kissing a man other than my hus. 
band, and enjoying it, in fact! 

Carolyn Green, get hold of yourself, | 
admonished myself mentally. You should 
be ashamed. 

Morris must have felt me stiffen, for he 
asked, “Baby, what’s wrong? Give! Your 
old man could never love you like I can. 
From what I see, he is really a square, 
and—” 

I stared at him unbelievingly, and the 
next moment I had wrenched myself free 
and asked Morris to leave as icily as if he 
were a perfect stranger. 

He tried to persuade me to drop the non- 
sense and come back into his arms, but | 
replied haughtily, “I never want to see you 
again, you—you wolf!” 

Much as I thought I detested Ken, | 
couldn’t bear to have someone else talk 
about him like that. Sure, he was a square, 
but I had grown familiar with the “square” 
and after all, he was a good provider, if 
nothing else. 

Morris studied me for a moment, and 
obviously realizing that he would get no- 
where with his protestations, he arose 
lazily to his feet, stretched—I had to steel 
myself against the handsome picture he 
made—shot back lightly, “Okay, baby,” 
and sauntered idly to the door. At the door, 
he turned and said sarcastically, “But 
you'll come to me before I come to you 
again.” With this, he was gone. 

The nerve, 1 thought furiously as ! 
cleaned away the traces of my visitor. 
When Ken comes in tonight, I’ll make it all 
up to him. I'll be the sweetest wife in the 
world, 
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As I hurried around the kitchen getting 
dinner ready. Ken came in. “Still mad, 
honey?” he asked as he kissed me lightly 
on one ear. 

“Oh. sweetheart, I’ve missed you so much 
today.” I cried as I flung my arms about 
his neck and tried to make mine a passion- 
ate kiss. Ken’s arms tightened around me, 
but I felt no answering surge of passion. 
Listlessly. I tried to go through the rest of 
the evening acting naturally, but my heart 
was heavy as I went through the motions. 
When Ken pulled me close later that night, 
| pleaded a splitting headache. Instantly 
concerned, Ken got me an aspirin and some 
water, and, when I assured him that I 
would be all right, he went immediately to 
bed. 

I followed, but I laid awake half the 
night, alternately cursing myself for being 
a two-timing wife, mulling over Ken’s 
goodness and patience, and then wondering 
where Morris was, what he was doing. who 
he was with, whether he was thinking of 
me. 

Early the next morning, after Ken had 
gone to the office, an irresistible impulse 
made me pick up the phone, dial Morris’ 
number, and wait tremblingly for the sound 
of his voice. When I heard that sleepy, 
husky “hello” on the other end of the line, 
I placed the receiver quietly in its cradle, 
and buried my head in my hands. W hat 
was | getting into? I must have been in 
that same position for a good half-hour 
when the telephone rang. | hesitated. then 
with sudden resolve, I picked up the re- 
ceiver and said in my most reserved voice, 
“Mrs. Green speaking.” 

“Baby, you don’t have to be formal with 
me,” mocked Morris’ husky voice. “Meet 
me at the Blue Heron tonight at eight. Ill 
be there.” With this, he hung up the phone 
before I had a chance to protest. 

The Blue Heron, 1 thought exultantly. 
The Blue Heron. The swankiest and most 
expensive night club in town! Of course I 
wouldn’t go. No, of course not. 

But mentally, I was racing ahead of my- 
self, planning what dress I would wear, 
what jewelry, what perfume. Most of all, 
I was planning what I would tell Ken when 
I got ready to go. 

I was extra nice to Ken that night when 
he came home. I had prepared a delicious 
dinner, the apartment was sparkling. and 
I made myself as agreeable as possible. 

“Honey, did you have a hard day?” I 
asked as I fluttered around him, solicitous- 
ly attending to his every want. 

Ken looked at me peculiarly, answered 
noncommittal : “Oh, no harder than usual.” 

I made bright conversation all through 
the meal, while Ken sat, regarding me with 
quizzical eyes, but saying very little. 

After I had cleaned the dishes away, I 
said casually, “The girls are giving a de- 
luxe bridge party tonight, dear. Would you 
mind very much if I went?” 

“Of course not, dear. You have been 
cooped up too much as it is. It’s so nice 
that you are getting out a little bit. Have 
fun, darling.” 
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My heart did a crazy leap at the utter 
goodness of this man, my husband. Not 
dreaming that I was on my way to a ren- 
dezvous with another man, his only thought 
was for my happiness. I had a feeble im- 
pulse to remain at home, but the thoughts 
of the Blue Heron and Morris’ lips were 
too much for me, so I dressed hastily, blew 
Ken a brief kiss, and was gone. 

In the taxi, I had time to weigh the situ- 
ation thoroughly. My conscience kept 
bothering me, and I tried to ease my ach- 
ing mind by promising myself that I was 
doing this “just this once.” Never again, I 
vowed to myself, never again would I do 
this thing. 

Finally, the taxi pulled up at the swank 
night club, and there on the curb was 
Morris, dressed in an expensive black 
tailor-made suit, standing by his convert- 
ible. What a picture he made! I involun- 
tarily thought of Ken, sitting at home in 
his old gray suit, wrinkles creasing his fore- 
head, figuring out next month’s bills, while 
I was out gallivanting around. Resolutely 
I pushed these thoughts out of my mind, 
and assured myself that since I had taken 
such a daring step, that I certainly wasn’t 
going to spoil it by thinking of Ken. I was 
going to really paint the town red. 

As I stepped from the cab, Morris’s eyes 
lighted up with admiration and he took my 
arm and led me into the club’s swank in- 
terior. If it hadn’t been for that nagging 
little feeling in the back of my mind about 
my two-timing Ken, I would have been the 
proudest girl in the world, meeting the 
other girls’ envious stares as they eyed my 
escort. The men did some staring, too, be- 
cause even though I had dressed hastily, 
every shining hair of my head was in place, 
and I had worn one of my simple but most 
expensive dresses, the black one that did 
things for my figure. Rhinestone earrings 
hung from my ears, adorned my wrists. It 
seemed as if I were walking in a dream as 
Morris guided me to a table in the middle 
of the great room. He ordered champagne, 
invited me to dance. I felt as if I were float- 
ing on air as I followed Morris’s expert 
lead. He drew me closer to him and whis- 
pered, “Like it, baby?” 

“Oh, yes, Morris,” I breathed, unable to 
experience anything but awe at what Mor- 
ris obviously took as natural. The dance 
was soon over, too soon for me, and we 
returned to the table, where the champagne 
had just arrived on the shoulder of a 
waiter, ensconced in a silver bucket, sur- 
rounded by ice. Morris flipped the cap, 
and toasted me. “To the prettiest and most 
desirable woman in the world.” I could 
only look at him, my heart in my eyes. 
This is always what I’ve wanted, 1 thought 
exultantly. And this is what | intend to 
have, I vowed silently. I would make Mor- 
ris love me, divorce Ken and live happily 
ever after with Morris. 

The hours flew by, and with it three 
more bottles of champagne. My head be- 
came so fuzzy that I could hardly see the 
face of my watch. I squinted carefully at 
the time and gasped. 





“Morris! It’s almost twelve o’clock! 
We'd better be going.” 

He smiled assent, and said, “Okay, baby. 
Can’t wait, huh?” 

I was so befuddled that I didn’t realize 
the significance of his statement until we 
were in the car, riding at a dangerously 
fast pace, going in an entirely opposite 
direction from where I lived. 

The cool night air had sobered me some. 
what, and I asked Morris if he knew 
where he was going. 

“My house is in the other part of town,’ 
I reminded him gently. 

“Ts that so?” he asked interestedly as 
he pushed the accelerator down to the 
floor of the car. 

“Morris! Turn around and take me 
home this instant! Do you hear?” I cried 
frantically as he made no move to turn 
the car around. I looked at him and to 
my extreme dismay I saw that he was really 
drunk enough to force me to do anything 
he wanted. As I looked at him, I was sur- 
prised to see that his features were drawn 
into a snarl, and that he looked just as 
he was; mean, vicious, and cruel, capable 
of doing anything. 

“Morris! If you don’t stop this car im- 
mediately, I'll jump out!” I screamed at 
him. 

“Whassamatter, baby, trying to renege 
on delivering the goods? You knew what 
I wanted when you came out tonight. Why 
try to play ‘little miss goody’ now?” 
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A§ HE TALKED, he rounded a curve, 

right into the path of an oncoming 
car. He was going too fast to stop. I 
screamed, grabbed the steering wheel, try- 
ing to turn the car so that it would not 
hit the oncoming one. To my horror, there 
was also another car directly behind us. 
careening at a crazy speed. If we stopped, 
we would crash, and if we kept on, we 
would surely be killed. Like a demon, 
Morris suddenly wrenched the steering 
wheel from my frantic hands and swerved 
the car sharply to the right. We crashed 
through the guard railing on the curve 
and crashed down an incline. 

Immediately, the car burst into flames. I 
tried frantically to get out, but I was 
pinned down by the dashboard of the car. 
Morris leaped from the burning car, and 
despite my pleas for help, ran from the 
wreckage without a backward look. I had 
a moment to try to pray to Almighty 
God for forgiveness for what I had done, 
both to my husband and to myself before 
I blacked out, semi-conscious. 

The last thing I remember is looking into 
Ken’s face, trying to find some pity in his 
eyes. There was none. I remember pray- 
ing, “Dear God, let me die. I don’t deserve 
life. I don’t deserve a good husband like 
Ken. I don’t deserve to live. Let me die— 
die—die ‘ 

When I regained consciousness, I was 
surrounded by white-clad nurses and sol- 
emn-faced doctors. 

“Where am I?” I screamed, horrified to 
hear my voice muffled and far away. Then 
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[ realized that I was in the hospital, 
ed from head to toe. 

In a very small voice I asked, “Where’s 
May I see him? Where’s my hus- 


[ remember no more until I was awak- 
by a soothing voice in my ear saying, 
t’s all right, Carolyn, honey; it’s all 


Ken! With all the effort I could muster 
[ tried to sit up, but my bandages pre- 
me from doing even that. 


You see, darling,” Ken went on, “I 
knew you weren’t going to any bridge 
party. I had known for some time that 

mething was wrong between us. I gave 


myself the devil for denying you the things 
you wanted; I felt like a heel.” 

He felt like a heel, when his only desire 
was for my security. Here he was blaming 
himself for all the shame and disgrace I 
had brought upon us. Tears of remorse 

the bandages around my face as Ken 
tinued. 

‘I followed you to the Blue Heron to- 
night to see how I measured up to my com- 
etitor. I guess I was more than a little 
ealous. I followed you when you left the 
club, and I was going to surprise that guy 
ot where he was going—with 


vhen he ge 


He showed me a blunt, ugly revolver. 
“But then there was this car wreck and the 
heel didn’t even try to save your life. You 
see, | was in the car behind you. When 
rashed I jumped out and dragged you 
of the car to save your life, even 
though, God knows at that time I was 
tempted to let you die. I just love you 
Carolyn, honey, but I guess I’m not good 
enough for you, so as soon as you recover, 
we can start on the divorce. That’s what 
you want, isn’t it?” 
“Oh Ken darling—darling!” I moaned, 
hating myself. “Ken darling, all I want of 
life is you. I didn’t realize—oh, what a 


fool I’ve been! A divorce! Ken, I love 
you! When I get well, I'll show you how 
much I love you. You must believe me, 
Ken! I love you! Darling, can you ever 


forgive me?” 

\ light that was almost holy came into 
Ken’s eyes as he said, “Carolyn honey, I 
believe we can make a go of it.” 

I covered his hand with my unbandaged 
one, and squeezed hard, tears of happiness 
welling in my eyes. 

That’s my story. 

We are back in the little bungalow now, 
the burns I received hardly leave marks at 
ill. Ken is a devoted husband, and thank 
God, I have learned to be a devoted wife. 


THE END 
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Dope Was My Downfall 


(Continued from Page 25) 


human being can. But oddly it was that 
living in the dumps, in jail and out, which 
opened my eyes to the facts. I came to 
realize that dope wasn’t paying off for me. 
I'd expected happy feelings from the stuff 
but got only misery and agony in the end. 
From the time I first learned the real score, 
I was determined to shake the habit. I’ve 
worked at it ever since. Right now I’m off 
dope and intend to stay off for good. That 
way I have a chance to make something 
out of myself in life. Off dope, I once again 
have a clear mind and can look forward to 
resuming my career. 

My chances of taking up where I left 
off in show business, I figure, are about 
50-50 and will depend almost entirely upon 
me. I must prove that I can produce. It 
won’t be easy for me, I know, because I’ve 
been away from the bigtime a good while 
now. Still I’m determined to regain my old 
place in show business once more. I rea- 
son that if I can throw off a dope habit, I 
can do just about anything. As any- 
body who has ever gone through the expe- 
rience will tell you, getting off junk is no 
easy matter. 

I knew before I made my decision. Some- 
time ago I read in a confession magazine 
the story of how a young female dancer got 
off dope: Her story encouraged me when 
I found myself in trouble. She related that, 
in kicking the habit, she had to go through 
periods that were agonizingly painful to 
her mentally, physically and spiritually. 
Now that I’ve been through the same thing, 
I know she told the truth. 

One gets terrifyingly sick trying to kick 
the habit. I had throbbing headaches, 
spells of blackouts and vomited practically 
all the time. At nights, I could barely sleep 
and was a nervous wreck day after day. 
Yet, I stuck by my decision to get off dope. 
I'll never regret that I did. 

Today I’m back to my real self again and 
can see that I was all wrong in getting on 
dope in the first place. The thrills I got 
from the stuff were only shortlived and I 
am sure were not worth the price I paid. 

Looking back over my life at this time, 
I can only think that I never had any rea- 
son at all to get mixed up with dope ever. 
I always had it pretty good as a child, even 
though my family was of only average 
means. At home, I got the love, support and 
attention any child should have. And in 
the environment where I grew up there 
were no bad influences to mislead a young- 
ster in life. Consequently, I had no early 
background for dope. It was, I guess, a 
strange twist of fate that led me to get on 
the stuff when I did. 

Dope has cost me dearly. When I started 
the habit I rar.ked as one of the most prom- 
ising young singers in the U. S. But my 
addiction to narcotics threw me for a tre- 
mendous loss. I skidded from a top rating 
which gave me bookings in the best clubs 


in the country down to honkytonks. That 
put me almost back where Id started when 
Johnny Otis, the bandleader, discovered me 
singing at the tender age of 13 in a Los 
Angeles night club some five years before 
and gave me my first professional job with 
his orchestra. 

For me, meeting Johnny was the biggest 
break of my life. Johnny hired me for his 
band despite the fact that I'd had no for- 
mal training in music, said he spotted a 
“natural talent for singing” in me. With 
those words, he made me just about the 
happiest teen-ager on earth. 

Singing with the Otis group, I picked up 
a lot of musical know-how and fame, be- 
coming known around the U. S. as “Little 
Esther.” I got to travel throughout the 
land, heard my name applauded in many 
of the nation’s biggest theaters, night clubs 
and dance halls. It was a wonderful ex- 
perience and I was completely thrilled by 
it all. 

Johnny gave me a big play with his 
band. In personal appearances and on re- 
cordings. I was featured as vocalist for the 
aggregation on such hit numbers as Double 
Crossin’ Blues, Mistrustin’, Cupid’s Boogie, 
Cry Baby and many others. The number 
seemed to be well received everywhere we 
played and I came in for some hefty ap- 
plause whenever I sang them. 

For about four years or so, I vocalized 
with the Johnny Otis band. They were 
happy years but. at the same time, gruel- 
ling ones too. The band stayed on the 
road week after week, playing one-nighters 
and sleeping in buses between engage- 
ments. We had to catch meals wherever 
we could and sometimes we could not and 
just missed eating altogether. The pace 
was frightening, so frightening in fact that 
I was forced to give it up eventually. I 
later went out as a single to ease the strain 
on myself but found that it was almost as 
bad as being with the band. Within a few 
weeks, I had cracked up physically and 
mentally. I was set up for dope then. 

I had no trouble with narcotics while I 
was with Johnny Otis’ band, mainly be- 
cause my mother, Mrs. Lucille Washing- 
ton, traveled everywhere with me and kept 
me on a straight and virtuous line. Along 
with my mother, I had to be accountable 
to a special tutor who also traveled on all 
road trips with me and gave me my school 
lessons. That left me little time for horse- 
play. After I left the band, however, things 
were changed a bit and I somehow got onto 
the wrong road. 

I think I sought in dope an escape 
mostly. At the time I got on the stuff, 
things hadn’t been going too well for me 
on several counts and I suppose I was just 
a crazy, mixed-up kid. 

As I recall, the first time I played 
around with narcotics was on a southern 
road tour after I’d headlined a_ blues 
show. I was real beat and a Backstage 
Johnny noticed it. He asked me if I wanted 
a lift. I nodded that I did. He told me he 
had just what I needed and would bring 
it to my dressing room. Awhile later, I 
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heard a rap on my door. I answered it and 
found the guy standing outside, acting 
edgy. He slid inside the room quickly, 
then asked me to lock the door. When I 
had the door secured. he pulled from his 
inside coat pocket a funny looking ciga- 
rette. lit it and directed me to take a puff. 
I did but felt nothing. He urged me to take 
another whiff and again I responded. Sud- 
denly I began to feel dizzy. The guy urged 
me to continue smoking and I started puff- 
ing frantically. Pretty soon I was high as 
a kite. I must have stayed that way for 
quite some time, for when I sobered up it 
seemed to me that I’d lost a whole day 
somewhere. 

After I regained by balance, I learned 
that I had been smoking a marijuana ciga- 
rette and it shocked me a bit to know that 
but I didn’t mind too much at the time. 
I'd got a glow from the cigarette and was 
ready to take on another. Little did I know 
but even then I was well on my way to be- 
coming an addict and would one day be 
a sucker for the ruthless dope-peddling 
crowd. 

Marijuana is the mildest form of dope 
and didn’t give me the kick I desired for 
long. When I couldn’t get a groovy feel- 
ing from the stuff, I went out in search for 
something else. I didn’t have to look far. 
The dope peddlers had something waiting 
for me. It. was the deadly drug, heroin, 
one of the most habit-forming narcotics 
peddled. 

With heroin, an addict either takes it by 
needle or “horns” (sniffs) it. I didn’t like 
the needle idea, tried the sniffing method. 
I got my kicks the first time I tried it. An 
easy feeling spread over me. My body re- 
laxed, my eyes eased shut and I felt like I 
was sailing on a cloud. I liked it. 

For several months, I was on heroin. It 
was a costly habit, to say the least. I 
think I spent just about every penny I 
could get my hands on. buying the stuff. 
As a singer I was making approximately 
$250 a week at the time. No less than a 
fifth of that went for heroin. I was spend- 
ing as much as $10 a day for the junk 
when police arrested me in Los Angeles 
last November. 

My arrest was played up in newspapers 
and magazines as something awful. Still I 
didn’t squawk because it was news. But 
I'd like here to take issue with a Los An- 
geles weekly for erroneous reporting of 
the incident. It reported to its readers that 
I was picked up for “streetwalking” along 
Broadway. That was a bold-faced lie. I’ve 
never been involved in prostitution in my 
life and I defy anybody to try to prove that 
I have. 

When police arrested me, I was booked 
om suspicion of narcotics addiction. 
since stood trial and served my time in jail. 
I don’t figure to make a mistake like 
that again. At 19 now, I think I am 
gstownup enough to keep myself within the 
law. I at least intend to break my neck 
trying to do just that. THE END 
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RECORDS 


With Each Order of 4 or More 
€ @ = Ee { RECORD (our choice) 
{ PHOTO of a Leading Artist 
LATEST RELEASES AND RECORDS 


MAMBO BABY—Ruth Brown............ .89 
SOMEDAY—Drifters .........ccccccscees .89 
THE LETTER—Medallions............... -89 


PUT SOME MONEY IN THE POT 
—Louis Jordan :~ 





LOVE ME—Fats Domino................- é 
POISON IVY—Willie Mabon............. .89 
ANNIE’S AUNT FANNIE—Midnighters... .89 
HURT—Roy Hamilton .................- -89 
LAST NIGHT—Little Walter........ -. 89 
YOU UPSET ME BABY—B. B. King. . 89 
HEART OF STONE—Charms............. .89 
GIVE AND TAKE—Chuck Willis......... .89 
] SINCERELY—Moonglows ..............-. .89 
SO ALL ALONE—The Moonlighters....... .89 


STANDING AT THE CROSS ROAD 
—Elmore James .89 





SINCE | FELL FOR YOU—Harptones..... .89 
PLEASE HELP ME—Eddie Boyd......... .89 
BABY LETS PLAY HOUSE 

—Arthur Gunther .89 
Nr rer rrr .89 
RECONSIDER BABY—Lowell Fulsom..... .89 
UBANG! STOMP—Earl Bostic............ .89 
MY NAME AIN’T ANNIE—Linda Hayes.. .89 
| LOVE MY BABY—Memphis Slim....... .89 
SUFFERIN’ MIND—Guitar Slim.......... .89 
KISS ME—Marvin & Johnny............. .89 
DON’T DROP !T—Wilbert Harrison....... -89 
’’'M READY—Muddy Waters............. -89 





EARTH ANGEL—Penguins............... é 
OH WHAT A DREAM—Ruth Brown. ae 
ANNIE’S GOT A BABY—Midnighters..... . 
MAMBOSTIC—Earl Bostic .............. 4 


NEVER LET ME GO—Johnny Ace........ .89 
TICK TOCK—Marvin & Johnny........... .89 
MARRIED WOMAN—Joe Turner.......... .89 
PACK YOUR SUITCASE—Fats Domino.... .89 
GOD ONLY KNOWS—Capris............. .89 


VICIOUS VICIOUS VODKA—Amos Milburn .89 
COMIN’ OVER—Shirley & Lee........... * 
CHANGED MY MIND—Chuck Willis...... . 
MAMA TOOK THE BABY—Lena Gordon.. .89 
DON’T YOU KNOW BABY—Ray Charles.. .89 
SICK FEELING BLUES 
—Lightning Hopkins .89 
LET’S MAKE UP—Spaniels.............. .89 
YOU BETTER WATCH YOURSELF 
—Little Walter .89 
iT HURTS ME TO MY or 
ye Adams .89 


WHEN MY HEART BEATS LiKe ‘A HAMMER 
—B. B. King .89 
8! 



























EVE ERYBODY’S BLUES—John Lee Hooker...... 9 
EB dd Hamilton ....ccccccccces + an 
} 1 GOT MY EYES ON YOU—Clovers... +» 89 
} WORK WITH ME ANNIE—Midnighters......... .89 
Cj) JUST MAKE LOVE TO ME—Muddy Waters..... .89 
| PLEASE FORGIVE ME—Johnny Ace....... . -89 
} HONEY LOVE—Drifters...............-... a 
}] EVERYTHING | DO IS WRONG—B. B. K .89 
WHERE DID YOU STAY—Fats Domino. -89 
SEXY WAYS—Midnighters................. .89 
SHAKE, RATT ROLL—Joe Turner. .89 
} OH BABY—Little Walter.............-+0+-+--0- -89 
] THE WOMAN | LOVE—RB. B. King............ .89 
] PRAYIN’. TO THE LORD—B. B. King.......... .89 
) 1M YOUR HOOCHIE COOCHIE MAN 
—Muddy Waters .89 
THE THINGS | USED TO DO—Guitar Slim.... .89 
SHAKE A HAND—Faye Adams...............-. .89 
YOU'RE STILL MY BABY—Chuck Willis....... ..89 
| SAVING MY LOVE FOR YOU—Johnny Ace. -89 
) MAD LOVE—Muddy — a ree Sa -89 
THE Cee a OE 2 a ee 89 
] BLUES WITH ELING Little Walter...... 89 
PLEASE DON'T L EAVE ME—Fats Domino...... 89 
SPIRITUALS 
| FEEL THE SPIRIT—Prof. A. Bradford....... .89 
iT MUST BE JESUS—Southern Tones.......... -89 
HE LIFTED ME—Prof. A. Bradford....... — 
] PRAYER WHEEL—Dixie Humming Birds...... .89 
] TOO CLOSE TO HEAVEN—Prof. A. Bradford.... .89 
) LORD LORD LORD—Prof. Alex Bradford....... 89 
}] MARCHING TO ZION—Davis Sisters........... .89 
] IF tT WASN’T FOR THE LORD 
—Angelic Gospel rape rs + 
OH LORD HOW LONG—Ward Singers...... 89 
LONG AS JESUS LIVES—Swanee Quintet. - 
[) THE BALL GAME—Sis. Jessie Mae Renfro. ..... .89 
LET’S GO TO THE PROGRAM 
—Dixie Humming Birds .89 
SIT DOWN SERVANT—Swanee Quintet......... .89 
WALK IN THE LIGHT—Swanee Quintet........ .89 
WONDER WILL I EVER REST—Mahalia Jackson .89 
WHEN | LOST MY MOTHER—Blind Boys.. 89 
SURELY SURELY AMEN-—Spirit of Memphi 89 
ONE-TWO-THREE—Chosen Gospel Singers. 89 
STAND BY ME—Davis Sisters............ -89 
FOOTPRINTS OF jJESUS—Davis Sisters.. -89 
HOW MANY TIMES—Ward Singers......... << a 
ONE WAY STREET—Clara Ward............... -89 
| THANK THE LORD—Nightingales. - 89 
LEAK IN THE BUILDING—Bells of Joy 89 
MY ROCK—-Swan Silvertones...... 89 
i WAS ‘aeeen th Five Blind Boy 89 
IN THE UPPER ROOM—Mahalia Jackson. .89 
COME IN THE ROOM—The Martin Singers. a 
WORLD PRAYER—Fine Blind Boys............ -89 
LET’S TALK ABOUT JESUS—RBells of Jey. -89 
OLD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys. aan 
OUR FATHER—Five Blind Boys................ 
SURELY GOD iS ABLE—Ward Singers. 
JESUS GAVE ME WATER—Soul “wom 
MILKY WHITE WAY—Trumpeteers.. ae ° 
WHEN HE SPOKE—Ward Singers.............. = 
TELL THE ANGELS—Ward Singers............ 


SEX RECORD SHOP 
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On The Records 


(Continued from Page 17) 


RECORD OF THE MONTH: Capitol’s 

Smile/It’s Crazy, an easy ballad and 
a jump tune, delivered vocally by Nat 
(King) Cole in his usual relaxed way. 
Backed on the release by Nelson Riddle’s 
big band with strings and woodwinds, Nat 
sings impressively and appealingly. His 
best effort of the pairing perhaps is Smile, 
a sentimental-flavored ditty on the order of 
his Pretend, which could score strongly in 
record marts like so many of the Cole 
platters have in the past. The flip is a 
jumping novelty and Nat kicks it around 
handsomely at a groovy up-tempo beat... 
GOOD: Coral’s He’s Gone/I Wouldn’t 
Walk Across the Street, two humorous 
tunes chirped by Pearl Bailey who is one 
of the funniest singers around today. Both 
opuses represent only fair material but 
Pearl makes the most of them. She even 
puts something attractive into Walk that 
was not originally there. Gone is styled 
along the lines of Pearl’s click recording, 
I’m Tired, but is not as strong as the hit. 
It, however, should have enough appeal to 
attract a lot of plays on jukes and disc 
jockey shows . . . RECOMMENDED: 
Epic’s Ebb Tide/Beware with new vocal 
star Roy Hamilton exhibiting some potent 
pipes on two oldies patterned for the 
rhythm and blues market where he is a 
big sensation. He brings lively interpre- 
tations to each of the tunes. On Tide, a 
hit of two years ago, he lends a sparkling 
version which could catch on heavily in 
r&b circles. On Beware, a happy item, 
Hamilton warbles the lyrics in an easy 
fashion . .. ACCEPTABLE: Clef’s Little 
Jeff/Heads, a pair of riff-styled tunes as 
performed by tenor saxist Illinois Jacquet 
and his band. The coupling makes for a 
batch of real foot-stomping jazz. High- 
lighted on the sides, of course, is Jacquet, 
stylist par excellence of the fiery brand of 
sax blowing. He gets to show off many of 
his favorite tricks here. As support, the 
maestro has six very able musicians mak- 
ing sounds behind him. The six: his 
brother, Russell Jacquet, trumpet; Cecil 
Payne, baritone sax; Matthew Gee, trom- 
bone; Raymond Acea, piano; Al Lucas, 
bass and Shadow Wilson, drums. They 
play extremely well in backgrounding the 
high-flying Illinois . . . BEST ALBUM: 
Clef’s “Count Basie’s Dance Session,” a 
new 12-inch LP package offering the Na- 
tion’s Number One Jazz Band swinging 
away torridly on ten sides (Straight Life, 
Basie Goes Wess, Peace Pipe, Cherry 
Point, Bubbles, Right On, The Blues Done 
Come Back, Plymouth Rock, Softly, With 
Feeling and Blues Go Away! ). The sides 
swing ideally for dancing, whence the title 
of the album. Arranged by Neal Hefti. 
Frank Wess, Johnny Mandell and Ernie 
Wilkins, the pressings are likely to satisfy 
Basie’s old fans and to win him many 
new ones. 


Why The Eartha Kitt- 
Sammy Davis Romance 


Failed 


(Continued from Page 24) 


For in less than a week the Kitt-Davis 
friendship had again floundered its way 
onto the rocks. Behaving like a pair of 
teenagers who had just discovered the real 
difference between girls and boys and 
weren't too sure whether they were happy 
about it or not, Eartha and Sammy staged 
a public combustion. It happened like this: 

While dining with Sammy at Chicago's 
Archway Lounge, Eartha displayed her ob- 
vious displeasure at some unknown circum. 
stance, eating with little appetite. At the 
theater sometime later. Eartha burst off in 
a huff while Sammy conducted certain ar- 
rangements concerning her future pres- 
ence there. When newsmen later asked 
point blank if Sammy had requested that 
the enchanting Miss Kitt be barred from 
his dressing room, a theater official admit- 
ted cautiously: “Something like that may 
have happened.” Eye-witnesses agree in- 
deed it did. 


W “HAT IS IT that causes these two 

youngsters, who seem to have a genu- 
ine warmness for each other, to act like 
two frisky colts in a pasture? Consider 
again their romantic backgrounds: Sammy, 
the charming, clean-living young man who 
since childhood had been tutored, advised 
and even somewhat protected by his father, 
Sam Sr., and his uncle, Will Mastin; Ear- 
tha, the fiery-eyed orphan who found the 
world’s most interesting—and simultane- 
ously, the wealthiest—men easy marks for 
her exotic wiles. 

Sammy was talented, witty and enter- 
taining, but he had neither the wealth of 
Aly Khan nor the international color of 
Spanish bullfighter Luis Dominguin, who, 
respectively, had chucked aside such scin-. 
tillating beauties as Rita Hayworth and 
Ava Gardner. And it is now quite evident 
that South Carolina-born Eartha Kitt, per- 
haps the most accomplished chatelaine to 
ever preside over the Castle de l’Amour, 
loves her romantic intrigue like an old 
Kentucky colonel loves his rock ’n’ rye. 

Not only does Eartha like for her men 
to come with built-in money bags, but she 
also prefers them free and easy on the 
draw, as evidenced by the number of her 
ex-suitors who may be properly classified 
as playboys. And what sort of competition 
haunted young Sammy Davis? Exhibit 
“A”: Eartha’s current soul-mate, Arthur 
Loew Jr., a “multiplied millionaire” of the 
super-rich Loew-Zukor Hollywood clan. 

It should perhaps here be understood 
that there has been neither charges nor 
proof that Miss Kitt is a gold digger. In- 
deed, she manages to dig up all the gold 
she needs through her own magnificent 
stage talents. But it just so happens that 
the men who seem to interest Eartha most 
are those with the money and leisure to 
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acquire the sort of sophistication she finds 
attractive. 

Yet, it is true that Eartha found neither 
a pauper nor a country bumpkin in Sammy 
Davis. As the star of the Will Mastin Trio, 
Sammy is part of an act which now grosses 
about $200,000 a year. But split that three 
ways after taxes and you don’t have an 
Arthur Loew or an Aly Khan. And rather 
than sophistication, Sammy has a disarm- 
ing freshness and spontaneity. 

Still there is one thing Sammy and Ear- 
tha have in common: the talent and burn- 
ing desire to stand at the top of their pro- 
fession. Eartha’s, perhaps, stems from a 
barren childhood in the backwoods of 
South Carolina; Sammy’s from an early 
awareness of his God-given talents. Says 
Sammy: “When I was about 15, I knew 
that God had given me a great talent. It 
was up to me to do something with it.” 
Thus, he explains how he came to the de- 
cision to skip the world’s multitudinous 
pitfalls and aim at the heights. 

Furthermore, Sammy has a deep devo- 
tion to his father and uncle. Once asked 
why he has not become a single since his 
part of the trio’s stage performance takes 
up practically 98 per cent of the show, 
Sammy gave an answer that probably 
should set some kind of national record 
for modesty. “I don’t think I’m ready yet,” 
he replied earnestly. 

Meanwhile, Eartha is aware that her own 
success is practically entirely of her own 
creation, thus it is fact rather than vanity 
when she explains: “I am my own idol.” 

Aside from their thinking and_back- 
grounds, or perhaps because of them, there 
is yet another difference between Sammy 
and Eartha—their moods. During shows, 
Sammy’s dressing 100m is often crowded 
with photographers, reporters, kids, auto- 
graph-seekers and people who just seem 
to wander in off the street. Most of the 
time, Sammy seems perfectly happy about 
it, or at least is a cordial host. In contrast, 
Eartha, whose visitors are more severely 
screened, has a will-o’-the-wisp tempera- 
ment that may at one moment be reflected 
in a deep humility and at another explode 
into something resembling the first atomic 
explosion, and whoever is in sight becomes 
a casualty. 

And yet these opposites attract, and each 
has shown great tenderness for the other. 
When newsmen were pressing Sammy for 
a verification or denial of their marriage 
tumors last winter, Sammy declined, point- 
ing out, “I wouldn’t want to say anything 
to hurt her career.” Eartha’s feelings were 
best shown last November when Sammy 
was badly injured in a highway accident 
near San Bernardino, Calif. She was so 
touched when she heard the news in Chi- 
cago during the stage run of Mrs. Patter- 
son that she collapsed. 

One person who talked with Eartha dur- 
ing that period later claimed that the grief- 
stricken young singer revealed that Sammy 
had only recently offered her an automo- 
bile and she had refused the gift. “I wish 
Thad taken it,” Eartha was quoted as say- 


ing. Eartha later telephoned friends in 
Hollywood, asking if there was anything 
she could do for Sammy. 

Thus, has been the history of the fasci- 
nating friendship of Sammy Davis Jr. and 
Eartha Kitt. Its weakness, in the end, lies 
in dissimilar backgrounds and outlooks. 
And while the course of true love never did 
run smooth, neither can it be expected to 
navigate such treacherous waters. 


THE END 





Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 50) 


first thing to remember is not to buy 
clothes because they look cute on your 
best friend or favorite hero. You’ve a per- 
sonality all your It’s up to you to 
dress and maintain it, and then bask in 
your own wisdom. Even famously-dressed 
men and women often admit that some- 
times in a blue moon they wish they could 
wear a particularly styled suit or dress 
because it looks so stunning on another 
But they 


own. 


individual. are wise enough to 


know that to get the “most-est” out of 
clothes buy things that do the “most-est” 
for you. 


No, clothes sense is not a losing battle, 
but a challenging one. Back we go to our 
imaginary characters Ethel and Eddie. 
Clothes that look perfect on them wouldn’t 
do a single thing for you. 

In selecting clothes. choose things that 
blend with your coloring, your personality 
makeup, your span of activities. Clothes 
don’t have to be new; but, they must be 
appropriate, clean and neat. So dial your 
eyes my way and watch your clothes as 


carefully as you can. Get ideas from 
magazines and other people. Go to the 


movie, and learn good grooming from the 
stars. Good care and good clothes go hand 
in hand too, so never neglect the upkeep 
on a garment because the novelty of wear- 
ing it has left. 

With all the money in the world, and 
without clothes sense. you still would be 
in a dither. It doesn’t take a lot of thinking 
to know that there’s more to clothes than 
cost. Even the very wealthy can be poor 
dressers if they don’t combine good taste 
with good judgment. 

Right this instant make a hasty retreat 
to your clothes closet and gaze upon your 
duds. Take a brief inventory and make a 
list of the contents in chart form. How 
many pairs of blue jeans? Slacks? Shirts? 
Sweaters? Make a compact but complete 
list of everything. Set your chart up so it 
includes: article, color, present condition 
of garment and expected duration. 

There are very few of us who can rush 
down town and buy a complete wardrobe 
in one swift stroke. Generally we add items 
gradually over a period of years. Now that 
you know the contents and condition of 
your wardrobe it’s up to you to make use 
of this information. Though mom is used 
to accompanying you on every shopping 
trip, it’s time to show her that you are a 
qualified judge of good clothes. 
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Humania Wigs a Hair Pieces = =< 4 
favorite with women since 1910. In our new 
Hair Style Book (sent FREE) you will find a 
hair piece expertl — an just for you. Money- 


back if not delighted. 
Yo 3 black, off-black, dark-brown. 
Mixed grey prices as shown. State size and color desired. 
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20 
ALL AROUNDS 
Feather cut style. Will fit 
any head. Curls are cro- 
auinoled . . . $5.95 Very low price, pr. $3.50 
Mixed grey $6.95 Mixed grey, pair 4.50 
J Write for your FREE copy Humenie’s 
illustrated Hair Style Booklet TODAY 
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BRAIDED SIDE PUFFS 
Two clusters at price of 
one. Can be combed. 








Dept. BB-2 303 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 


JOBS THAT PAY TO 
$1,500 MONTHLY 


Thousands jobs open. S. America, Europe, 
Africa, USA, etc. Fare if when hired. Appli- 
eation forms available. All trades, Labor, 























Drivers, Clerical, Engineers, etc. No employ- 
ment fees! Free information. Write Dept. 76H, 
National Employment Inform. Serv., 1020 
Broad, Newark, N. J. 
] 
WANTED | 
Te Be Set Te Music : 
Submit one or more of your best poems 
* for free examination. Any subject. Send 
* poem for details and information. 
Phonograph R. Mode 
FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS ) 
> 4 228 Beacon Bidg. Boston 8, Mass. 








ARE YOU SHACKLED 


With a problem that defies solution? That seems 
to hedge you in? That prevents you from doing 
your best? Are you worried about your marrage? 
Your children? Your self? Are you unhappy 
about life? If so, let us help you find relief today 
—the professional way. 

We offer you a Counseling Service which guaran- 
tees you results. 


For free information write to 

HAMILTON’S COUNSELING SERVICE, 

Box 216, White Plains, N. Y. Do it Today! 
A Counsel-By-Mail Service You Can Trust 


DRUNKENNESS 


DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Drunkenness ruins Heakh, Happi- 
ness. Break the Drinking Cycle 
QUICKLY...INEXPENSIVELY! 
Use ALCOREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks, Not 
classed as a permanent “cure,”’ but 
it IS a recognized method 2f with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and comers many to turn 
taken in SEC A few drops of 
yA desire for more 
alcohol. GUARA EED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
treatment is recognized by Medical Authority. 

ALCOREM comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
cluded—need not cause excessive time out from work or 
social duties. One happy ALCOREM user _ writes: 
‘*PLEASE SEND ME son WONDERFUL 
AL COREM AT ONCE FOR A F i 5 A 

HEAVY DRINKER. I BOUGHT FROM YOU BE- 
FORE AND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 
additional help we send . . 

FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM 
Special Formula copeues ¢ o help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also FREE W EIGHT CHART to guide re- 
formed drinker to proper weight. 

DO NOT DELAY 2. ORDER ALCOREM NOW 
SATISFACTION 4 e rush 
ALCOREM, PINKIES: Wasaht oa, = <p wrapper. 
Pay postman $4.95 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
55c in C.O.D. and postage, send $4.95 with order. 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS - DEPT. R-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST.+ CHICAGO 5, ILL. 
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How Prayer Saved My Life 


(Continued from Page 14) 


Brown, the trumpet player. Life was 
und good. Another moment .. . the 
ful screech of tires . the grind of 
ikes .. . the dreadful impact . . . my 
ck had turned. 
Instead of ending up at the Apollo I 
is hospitalized in Chester, Pa., near 
ere the accident happened. The year 
hat followed was a dark year. The only 
rightness that entered my quiet room was 
peace of mind that comes from earnest 
prayer. The physical hurt was matched 
jually with the mental anguish of being 
frustrated just when I seemed on the brink 
uccess. It’s bad to be out of the public’s 
when you’re in the entertainment busi- 
ness. The public forgets easily. As month 
lowed month I knew that the name Ruth 
Brown, which had just begun to mean 
mething, was slipping back into ano- 


nymity. 
[ used to pray then. Since my first prayers 
life itself had been answered, with tears 
my eyes I begged that my second prayers 
be able to walk again would be an- 
ed, too. I remembered the spirituals 
[ used to sing as a child in Portsmouth, 
Va., and their words brought me comfort. 
I bad cuts Blanche Calloway had re- 
d in the accident healed and the 
knowledge of her recovery heartened me 


tly. 

(nd I prayed that my marriage wouldn’t 
crack up under the strain of enforced sep- 
aration. Jimmy was on the road a lot and 
[ hoped that when he and I got back to- 

her—if ever my life could be normal 
igain—that we would be able to make it. 
My prayers for happiness with Jimmy 
weren't fully answered. Although we had 
been desperately in love when I first met 
him, somewhere the love had run out. I 

id run away from home to marry him, 
defying my parents who called us “a 
suple of crazy kids.” When he finally 
came to see me in the hospital, there just 

s nothing there. But God answered that 
prayer in one respect. There is no bitter- 

between me and Jimmy. We have 
ippeared on the same stage show doing 
one-nighters and we're still friends. If 
God couldn’t make us see eye-to-eye, at 
least He let us mature each in his own 


} 


But my prayers to be able to walk came 
Finally out of the hospital I began 
to walk on crutches. I was so happy to be 
yn my own, I tried to make a few ap- 
earances in little clubs. I even recorded 
Long” while I was on crutches. But 
being on crutches wasn’t quite enough for 
me. When I heard the applause from an 
idience, I couldn’t be sure whether they 
clapping because they liked my voice 
whether they felt sorry for a plucky kid 
trying to make the grade. 
[ struggled for the strength to graduate 
to braces. Doctors marvelled at my prog- 
30 


ess. I began Philadelphia bookings dur- 
ng my first days on braces. I had been 
told to wear them a year. But I exercised 
and worked toward the day I could shed 
them. That day came four months after 
I had first put the braces on. Instead of 
a year I wore them only four months. 
Prayer had pulled me through again. 
Today when I walk out on the stage, 
you might notice that my left leg seems 
just a little shorter than my right and that 
I do walk with a slight, such a slight limp. 
But there are no other bad effects from 
that awful crash. And I know that as I 
stand in the spotlight, my real guiding 
light is God who brought me through this 
trying experience and still left me with a 
song in my heart. THE END 


a) 





A Cold Is A Dangerous Thing 
(Continued from Page 48) 


or middle ear either by natural processes 
or by procedures of the doctor then it 
makes an opening through the path of 
least resistance which is usually into some 
nearby vital structure. Maxillary sinusitis 
can travel upward into the eye. The other 
sinuses can empty into the brain cavity to 
cause a fatal meningitis. In the middle ear 
pus gets relief by forcing an opening 
through the ear drum with a resulting dis- 
charge of pus from the external ear. 

Sometimes in addition to rupturing the 
ear drum middle ear infection travels to a 
small bone back of the ear called the 
mastoid process. Here we are truly in 
dangerous territory because only a paper 
thin piece of bone separates pus in the 
mastoid from the brain. from a large blood 
vessel and an important nerve. Penetra- 
tion of this thin bone can cause a menin- 
gitis, or, if it goes into the blood vessel, a 
fatal infection of the entire body, or, if it 
affects the nerve, a paralysis of the face. 

If an acute sinusitis is overcome then a 
chronic form of the disease can develop. 
This is a very common disorder. Its vic- 
tims know that it is not to be taken lightly. 
It is considered one of the most difficult 
maladies to cure. Patients spend annually 
large sums of money for protracted treat- 
ments that often seem to give little or no 
relief. The disease fiuctuates greatly in 
its manifestations, so much so that many 
doctors are convinced that chronic sinusitis 
is a psychosomatic disease and is definitely 
related to emotional disturbances. 

A ruptured ear drum and a chronic mid- 
dle ear infection are the commonest causes 
of deafness. They are often accompanied 
by a periodic discharge from the ear and 
attacks of pain. Because of the effect on 
hearing and their tendency to acute re- 
lapses they are considered justifiable causes 
for rejection by the army. 

Whenever a person has a cold it is 
wise to think about these complications and 
take the infection seriously. Doctors are 
asked for a cure for a cold more often 
than for any other disease. It is embar- 
rassing to them to say that there is no 


cure in the face of blatant advertisement 
of nostrums and patent medicines that 
claim immediate and complete cure. Since 
the secondary invading bacteria are the 
most dangerous feature of a cold doctors 
are justified in prescribing antibiotics like 
penicillin which can effect the bacteria 
but which have no action whatever on 
viruses. 

Drugs of the penicillin type are often 
very efficacious in acute sinusitis and acute 
middle ear disease. But in the chronic 
stage they have little or no effect. In both 
the acute and chronic stages the main 
effort of the doctor is to provide an opening 
for draining away the pus before it can 
bore into vital tissues. He does this by 
either re-establishing the natural openings 
of the sinuses or providing new ones. 

A little cold, as we see, can be a dan- 
gerous thing. Always regard it as such. 
Avoid home remedies that deplete the body 
reserves more than enhance them. Go to 
bed, take aspirin to feel better, and call 
a doctor if improvement does not come 
within a reasonable time. THE END 





Death Of A Playgirl 
(Continued from Page 36) 


of the friends she made were not those to 
be often found on their knees in prayer. 
But among them she found the answer to 
her thirst for thrills. 

At 28, she owned a prosperous liquor 
store and a popular tavern. She lived in a 
well-furnished apartment in which, it has 
been said, she earned more money in it 
selling whiskey. 

It was in this “after hours” joint at- 
mosphere that she was slain. 

In the early morning hours after the 
night club, tavern and restaurant neons 
had winked off for the closing time for such 
places, Shirley really came to life as land- 
lady in her own setup. Her guests in- 
cluded the usual night watch backwash 
—the connivers, the angle boys, the good 
time gals, the cat flat landladies, stag 
party and “smoker” female shock troops, 
other after hours joint operators, policy 
and numbers runners, musicians, dancers 
and other entertainers; the men who drive 
the elegant automobiles and flash big rolls 
at the saloon bars or who bet $300 on the 
nose of a favorite racehorse. 

This is the type that can be found sleep- 
ing in the back of their expensive Cadillacs 
while their women prowl the streets to 
scrape up the monthly payments on the 
cars that seem always past due. The women 
live the free and easy life. They play their 
men against one another, double-dealing. 
double-crossing, scheming, plotting in an 
endless cycle of petty intrigues which, of 
themselves, are of little or no value, but 
which become the stuff from which great 
books are written or lives are ruined in @ 
market where the male stock is always 
short and female competition for attention 
and favors is cutthroat. 

Shirley was born, it was said, in Russell- 
ville, Arkansas, but was taken as an infant 
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to Los Angeles where she was reared. Her 
first husband was Bert Williams from 
whom she later obtained a divorce. 

After moving to Chicago, she met and 
was wooed and married by William Mc- 
Clure. Together they opened a 47th Street 
tavern known as “Shirley’s Lounge” which 
McClure, from whom she was divorced in 
1950, still operates under that name. 

It was after she left McClure that she 
took over the liquor store and tavern at 
43rd Street and Drexel Boulevard which 
soon became a rendezvous for many of 
Chicago’s more prominent playgirls and 
men-about-town. 

There are several versions of the 
cumstances leading up to Shirley’s mur- 
der. One holds that she had used Ted 
Withers, her slayer, as one of the many 
male stepping stones to success, that he 
was hopelessly in love with her, that he 
tried in every way he could to hold her, 
and that after giving her regular sums of 
money, he asked for $50 only to receive 
a derisive, profane reply that so enraged 
him that he killed her. 

This same story, still being told in Chi- 
cago nightlife circles, maintains that With- 
ers, who on the Sunday morning following 
the slaying, surrendered at detective head- 
jail three years ago for 


cir- 


quarters, went to 
possessing counterfeit money. 

He is pictured as a man who kept a 
stout silence when he could have involved 
others and that Shirley stuck by him during 
his trial and sent him gifts in prison while 
at the same time she swore she would be 
true to him and marry him when he was 
released. 

There were strong allegations further, 
that Withers took the rap for Shirley who 
actually was the guilty person but for 
whose love young Withers sacrificed his 
liberty. It was while Withers was in prison 
that Shirley married William McClure and 
with him opened Shirley’s Lounge. 

Further gossip, most of which is being 
carefully sifted as police authorities search 
for any clue that will throw further light 
on the reasons for Withers’ murderous out- 
break, insists that McClure and his wife 
parted because of her fascination for fast 
living and because McClure did not have 
the money she had been led to believe he 
possessed. 

At this juncture, Withers got out of 
jail and, according to reports. gave Shirley 
$600 to help finance her lounge on 43rd 
Street. Here, it is difficult to associate an 
ex-convict just out of the stir able to 
give his girl $600. But the answer (as is 
usual) was available. Withers was de- 
scribed as the driver of the getaway car in 
a downstate Illinois bank holdup. As such, 
he was supposed to have drawn on a secret 
cache of money. 

But somewhere down the line, Withers 
got wise or thought he was being played 
for a fool because on the occasions when 
he dropped by Shirley’s tavern or her 
apartment, there always seemed to be men 
around he did not know but with whom 
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Ted Withers, a Chicago “Native 
been described as the black 
2 well-known family in which he 
yungest of three brothers. Those 
him assert he had been in trou- 
ially since boyhood while his 
rned out to be respectable and 
members of the community. 
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capades without being labeled 
ice record until the counterfeit- 
hung on him shortly after he 
hasing Shirley. He began hanging 
Ider men and women in that half 
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She was still in mourning for 
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VINSON dropped by on a visit 
9:30 that night. Here is his 


eyewitness story of the tragedy as he told 
it before the coroner’s jury headed by Dep- 
uty Martin. 

. Your name please? 

. Eddie Vinson. 

. Your address please? 
. Sutherland Hotel. 
Your occupation please? 

. Musician. 

Mr. Vinson, were you acquainted with 
Shirley McClure? 

Yes, sir. 

. Mr. Vinson, how long did you know 
McClure? 

A. About six months. 

Q. Were you in the apartment of Shir- 
ley McClure at 5046 Champlain, 2nd floor 
at about 9:30 p.m. October 30th, 1954? 

A. Yes, sir. 

Q. Mr. Vinson, I would like for you to 
tell this Coroner’s Jury what you know 
about this occurrence, keeping in mind the 
time, date and place, from the time you 
arrived at the place of the occurrence. 

A. Well, I arrived there early, the morn- 
ing of the 30th, there were some people 
there already. 

Q. Who were those people that were 
there already, when you arrived? 

A. Well, I do not recall the names of 
the people that were there. 

Q. Now Mr. Vinson, do you mean to tell 
this jury that you do not know who was 
present at the home of Miss McClure when 
you arrived? 

A. Well I tell you, I was drinking and 
when I arrived I went in the house and 
went to bed. I did not pay any attention 
as to who was in the house. 

Q. Who gave you permission to go to 
this house (Miss McClure’s house) and 
go to bed? 

A. It was a general agreement, because 
I was around the house off and on. 

Q. Continue Mr. Vinson. 

A. That afternoon I awoke and went to 
the bathroom, washed up and put my 
clothes on to get ready to go to work. 

Q. Where do you work? 

A. At the Basin Street Tavern, 
Street and Cottage Grove. 

Q. Continue. 

A. I was sitting in the living room when 
Theodore Withers came into the house. 

Q. Who let Theodore Withers into the 
house? 

A. I did. 

Q. Please continue. 

A. Ted came in the house and sat down 
in the living room and we talked. 

Q. What was your conversation? 

A. Oh, just things in general. I don’t 
remember. 

Q. Continue please. 

A. Well, I saw something in his belt 
that looked like a hatchet. The only thing 
that I saw was the handle. It was right in 
front sticking in his belt; it was very 
noticeable and I asked him what was he 
carrying that thing in his belt for—he 
stated that, ‘Oh, this? Oh, it’s O.K.’ I 
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did not ask any further questions about 
it since he did not want to talk about it. 
I asked him did he want a drink and he 
said, ‘No.’ By that time Shirley came into 
the house. She greeted everyone. 

Q. What time was that? 

A. About 7:30 or 8 o’clock, maybe 8:30. 
I don’t know. 

Q. What did Shirley do then? 

A. She went into her bedroom and 
closed the door and in a few minutes Ted 
went into her bedroom. I heard Ted talk- 
ing about some money that Shirley owed 
him and that he wanted it. That was all 
I heard. Oh yes, I heard Shirley use some 
curse words, but I don’t remember what 
they were right now. After that, Ted 
came out of the room and started to go 
out of the door. Ted said I'll see you 
Eddie. I told him O.K. man, be seeing you. 
He did not go out of the door. He closed 
the door and went back into the room 
where Shirley was. After a few minutes 
I heard noise. I got up to see what was 
going on and I saw them wrestling in the 
bathroom. I went on down the hall to the 
kitchen. After I got to the kitchen I saw 
Ted with something in his hand. I did not 
have time to try and see exactly what it 
was because he looked like he was coming 
towards me with the ax or knife or what- 
ever he had in his hand. I opened the back 
door and fled down the back stairs. I went 
about a half a block. After that I saw 
Ted coming down 5lst Street and I hid 
behind an automobile. I saw Ted go into 
the park. At that time I went into some- 
one’s house and called the police and told 
them what had happened and told the 
police to come by the address that I was 
calling from and get me because I was 
not going up there by myself. 

Q. What was the address that you were 
calling from? 

A. I don’t know, sir, I can’t remember. 
After a while they came by there and 
picked me up and I went on around there 
with them. There was blood everywhere. 
After that the place was filled with police 
officers. After awhile, they took me to the 
48th Street station and took my statement. 
That is all that I.know. 

It followed that the coroner’s jury would 
vote to hold Withers for murder. That he 
had gone to work the Sunday morning fol- 
lowing the hideous crime as though nothing 
had happened to influence him otherwise 
was another shocking indication to the 
jurors that Ted Withers had spent what 
emotions he had in the fury of his attack 
upon the woman. Meanwhile, hundreds who 
knew her best, rallied to clear Shirley’s 
name. They pointed out that she was a gen- 
erous, lovable person who would wince at 
the prospect of hurting anyone. Many of 
them recalled how liberal she was with 
both her time and money and said that the 
gossip about her was all wrong and ter- 


rible. THE END 








